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Beginning I" he firſt letter 


of every SONG. 


1 


lexis, how artleſs a lover 
As after noon, one ſummer's day 
Ah! woes me, poor Willy cry d. 

A cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall 
5 down in the meadows I chanced to paſs 
All you that would refine your blood 

As muſing I rang'd in a meadow alone 
A trifling ſong ye ſhall hear 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 
At ſetting day and rising morn 
A cock laird fu cadgie 


A late Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind: 
An Chloe thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt 


A lovely laſs to a frier came 

Ah! Chloris, cou'd I now but fit 

As from a rock paſt all relief 

Auld Rob Moris that wins in yon glen 

As Sylvia in a foreſt lay 

And I'll o'er the moqr to Maggy 

At Polwart on the green 

As walking forth to view the plain 

Ah! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes 

Ah the ſhepherd's mournful fate 

As I went forth to view the ſpring 

Adieu for a while my native green plains 

An I'll awa to bonny Tweed fide 

As early I walk d, on the firſt of bert May 
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[ As after noon, one ſummer's day WES  » 
1 Ah! woes me, poor Willy cry d 49 
7 A cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall 60 
1 ra down in the meadows | chanced to paſs 61 
. All you that would refine your blood 68 
| As muſing I rang'd in a meadow alone 78 
A trifing ſong ye ſhall hear 98 
| Alli in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 116 
At ſetting day and riſing morn» 143 
A cock laird fu cadgie 148 


A late Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind 172 
Ah Chloe thou treuſure, thou joy of my breaſt 182 


A lovely laſs to a frier came „„ 
Ah! Chloris, cou'd I now but fit 194 
As from a rock paſt all relief 199 
Auld Rob Moris that wins in yon glen 205 
As Sylvia in a foreſt la 20 
And I'll o'er the mow to Maggy 211 
At Polwart on the green — 1 
As walking forth to view the TY 213 
Ah ! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes 233 
Ah the ſhepherd's mourntul fate — | > Aa 
As I went forth to view the ſpring 2.43 
Adieu for a while my native green plains 274 
An I'll awa to bonny Tweed fide 2.78 


As early I walk d, on the firſt of ſweet May | N 
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Altho' I be but a country laſs 


311 
As I fat at my ſpinning-wheel | 314 
Adieu ye pleaſant ſporis and plays 2315; 
A Southland Jenny that was night bonny | 236. 
As ] came in by Tiviot-ſide 328 
At St Oſyth by the mill 339 
And canſt thou leave thy > By”. 346 
Blyth, bly th, blyth was ſhe 26 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dear 36 
By Maſon's art, the aſpiring Z 66 
By the fide of a great kitchen fire 76 
Bleſt as th? immortal Gods is he 96 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonpy bride 119 
By the delicious warmneſs of. thy mouth 139 
By a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay 165 
Bright Cynthia's power divinely great 183 
By ſmooth winding: Tay a ſwain was recliuing 212 
Hencath a beech's prateful ſhade 217 
Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 121 
Befly's beauties ſhine ſae briaht 24% 
Bleit as the immortal Gods is he 252 
Beauty from fancy takes its arms 255 
Balow, my boy, ly (till and ſtep 263 
Buſk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bride 275 
Flyth Jocky young and gay | 293 
Beauty and vigour bave'conſpir'd 336 
Beauing, belling, dancing, drinking 347 
Come, lads, ne'er plague your heads 27 
Care away. gae thou frae me 31 
Come, love, let's walk by youber {pring 32 
Come lets us prepare | 5s 
Come carles a? of fumblers ha? 57 
Cauld be the rebels caſt 137 
Come lets ha'e mair wine in 173 
Celeſtial muſes, tune your lyers 177 
Come, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys 195 
Confeis thy love, fair ng maid 260 
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INDEX. 


Come, Florida, lovely charmer 
Come here's to the nymph that I love 


Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes 
Daphnis ſtood penſive in the thade 
Diogenes ſurly and proud 

Detpairing beſide a clear ſtream 

Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck 

Duty and part of reaſon 

Dumbarton's drums beat bonny—O 

Dear Jenny, your charms have undone me 


Flutt'ring ſpread thy purple pinions 


Fair Wig and her ſwain 


Fy let us a' to the bridal 

Farewell to Lochaber. and farewell wy Jean 
For the ſake of ſomebody 

Fair, ſweet and young, receive a prize 

Good people, draw near 

Good madam, when ladies are v ling . 
Gently touch the warbling ly re 


Gently ſtir and blow the fire 


Gin ye meet a bonny laſſie 

Gre me a laſs with a lump of land 
H, 

Hey | my. n a kitten 


How happy are we 


Happy the world in that bleſt age 
How pleaſant a Sailor's life paſſes 


How happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs 


Here are people and ſports 


How ſhall I be ſad when a huſband I hae 


Hid fromthimſelf, now by the dawn 
How C'veetlyfbells the ſimmer g green 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain 
Hearken and I will tell you how 

How blyth ilk morn was I to ſee 


Happy's the love which meets return 
A3 
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Let's be jovial, fill our glaſſes 
Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles 


i INDEX 


Have you any pots or pans 


Honeſt man John Ochiltree 


How happy i is the rural crown 
A 


I lately ſaw, what now 1 ling 


Lam a poor maiden forſaken 
I had a heart, but now I heartleſs gae 
In yonder town there wons a May 


I once was a poet at London 


J have been in love, and in debt, and in 1 
It was in and about the Martinmas time 


In ſpite of love at length I've found 
III ſail upon the dog- ftar 


Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 

I yield, dear laſſie, you have won 

Tf Hamilla then my own 

In vain, fond youth thy tears give o'er 


In April, when primroſes paint the Greet plain 
I will a wa' wi' my love 


Jocky ſaid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't 


In winter when the rain rain'd call 


It was the charming month of May 


It love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it forme. 
In January laſt 


I toſs and tumble thro? the night 


I have a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd 

Jocky met with Jenny, fair 

Jocky fu, Jenny fain 

1 was anes a well tocher'd laſs | 

II ting of my lover all night and all day 

11 ling to my Jenny all day and all night, 
K. 


Kitty, Under. gay, and blooming 
. 


Leander on the bay 
Leave off your fooliſh prating 


Love, thou art the beſt of human j joys 
Let me her beauties uſe their art 
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| Leave kindred and filewds, ſweet Betty 


IV D E x. 


Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 


Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove 


Love never more ſhall give me pain 


| Late in an evening forth I went 


M. 
My deareſt maid, ſince you deſire 
My goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair 
My dear miſtreſs has a heart 
My Peggy 1s a young thing 


My ſoger laddie is over the ſea W 
My Jocky blyth, for what thous't done 


My mither's ay glowran o'er me 


My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 

My dear and only love, I pray 

March, March 

My Patie is a lover gay 

My Jeany and I have toil'd 

My time, O ye Muſes, was En ſpent 
N 


Now from ruſticity, 5 love _ 


Nancy's to the Green Wood gane 
Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 
Now the ſun's gane out o' ſight 
Now Phoebus advances on high 
Now ſpring begins her ſmiling round 
Now all thy virgin-ſweets are mine 


Of all the veſſels on he ſea 


O how could I ventnre to loye one like the 
On Whitſunday morning 

Of all the girls in our town | 

Of all the torment, all the care 


Of Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair 


O grant me, kind Bacchus 

O my heart, my heavy, heavy heart 
On Etrick banks in a ſummer's night 
On a bank of flowers : 
Oh! the charming month of May * 
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176 


202 
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vil INDEX, 


Oh! lead me to ſome e room ©: Tos... 
On a bank beſide a willow 106 
Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart +3 

O dear Peggy, tove's beguiling 1 


O O Jeany, Jeany, where has thou been 150 
O lovely maid! how dear's thy pow'r 163 
O Bell, thy looks have kill'd my heart 179 
O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 192, 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray | 200 
Of grace divine thou needs muſt be 415 T 
O Mary! thy graces and glances 234 -T 
O ſteer her up, and had her gawn 239 be 
* O mither dear, I'gin to fear 269 T 
I Of all the birds, whcſe tuneful throats 270 1 
WI | One day I heard Mary ſay 1272 1 1 
D O come away, come away | 294 = » 
1 || O had away, had away 295 4 
i O wha's that at my chamber door 297 2 
by | Over the mountains 305 9112 
l. Il O waly, waly up the bank 313 = 7 
* O virgin kind! we canna tell ES 
* Once more, I'll tune the vocol ſhell 343 1 - 
4 | : O ay what is that thing call's light | 348 1 
1 .. Da BOS. 
N | Proud woman TI ſcorn you , 47 
0 | Prithee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on 91 2 
al Peggy, now the king's come 138 
6 | Pain'd with her flighting Jamie's love 198 
. Return hameward, my heart, again 236 
4 Some ſay women are like fea 97 
4 See, Sirs, ſee here] a docter rare | 102 
4 Sweet are the charms of her I love T14 
4 Stately ſtept he eaſt the wa 123 
4 Speak on — ſpeak thus, and till my grief 142 
9 Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it 144 
1 Subjected to the pow'r of love + 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 197 


Sweet 


INDE x. 


Sweet Six, * your courtelic 


Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay | 
Somnolente, Quaeſo repente 273 
Since all thy vows, falſe maid 277 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born 287 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles 320 
= Thon loves Mary es lt 5 25 
riss wine that clears the underſtanding — 82 
The gypſies came to our lord's gate 124 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown 27 
Through all the employment of life ib. 
Thirſis, a young and am'rous ſwain 36 
The ſan, was ſank beneath the hill es © 
The play of love is now begun + 42 
Tarry woo, tarry woo „ 748 
I was at the ſhining mid-day hour 3 
There was anes a May, and ſhe loo'd na men 74 
The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring 84 
Thho'cruel you ſeem to my pain | 104 
was when the ſeas were roaring. _— 100 
The dorty will repent. | 136 
The laird who in riches and honour 137 
The bonny grey eyed morning begins to peep 144 
Tho? beauty, like the roſe | 152 
Teach me, Chloe, how to prove 8 2 
Tis Ihave ſcven braw new gowns 169 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 174 
Tell me, Hamilla, tell me why 178 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature 184 
*T'was ſummer, and the day was fair „ 
The laſt time came o'er the moor 5 186 
The Laſs of Peaty's mill 188 
Tho? for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou d | 
rende me 201 
Tibby has a ſtore o“ charms | 218 
The pawky auld carle came ofer the lee 223 
The lawland lad thinks thgy are fine 229 
'The collier has a daughter ö 447 


, | - Tos 


K e 


This i is not my ain houſe | 235 
The malt-man comes on Munday 2417 
There was a wife won'd in a glen 245 
The ſhepherd Adonis | 237 
The carle he came o'er the croft 259 
The night her ſilent ſable wore 266 
T was at the fearful mid. night hour 1279 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 281 
The morn was fair, ſoft was the air 284 
The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 291 
The lawland maids gang trig and fine 292 
Tis not your beauty, nor your wit 297 
The yellow hair'd laddie ſat down on yon brac 326 
Thus let us ſtudy night and day | 327 
The pride of every grove I choſe — 9333 
To all you laddies now at land 348 
U. | | 
Upbraid me not, capricious fair 19 
Yoon a fair morning for {oft recreation 248 
W. 


When a oymph at her toilet has ſpent the whole 


day 


13 
We have no idle pratting : 17 
Whoe'er beholds my Helen's face 20: 
What tho? they call me country laſs _ 34 
When Delia on the plain appears 38 
Would fate me Belinda give AT 
When I was a young lad 58 
Whilſt I alone your ſoul poſſeſt — 
Willy's rare, and W uy” s fair 82 
Would yu have a virgin of fifteen years 111 
Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling 117 
Whilſt I fondly view the charmer 118 
When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill 138 
Were I affar'd you l conſtant prove 140 
Well I agree, you're fare of me 141 
When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair 143 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe 153 
When we meet again, Phely 158 
| / When 


38 
S 
3 IT 


IND E KX. 


i When flow' ry meadows deck the year 


Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow 


While fops in ſaft Italian verſe 


| When we come to London town 

When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 
= While ſome, for pleaſure pawn their health 
When trees did bud, and fields were green 
What means this niceneſs now of late 


With broken words, and down-caſt eyes 
Where wad bonny Annie ly 

Will ye go the ew-bughts, Marion, 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 
When I think on my lad 

When abſent from the nymph I love | 
With tuneful pipe, and hearty glee 


When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 


Willy ne'er enquire what end 
When P've a ſaxpence under my thumb 
When beauty blazes heavenly bright 
While our flocks are a feeding 
When Phoebes bright, the azure ſkins 
Willy was a wanton wag 
Will you go and marry, Kitty 
Welcome, welcome, brother debtor 
5 
Ye nymphs and Silvian gods 
Young Roger of the mill 
Ye highlands and ye lawlands 
You that love mirth, attend to my ſong 
Ye virgin powers, defend my heart 
Yes I could love, if I could find | 
Young Corydon and Phillis 
Ye blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay 
Ye powers. was Damon there ſo bleſt 
Ye gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
Ye gales that gently waye the ſea 


103 
149 
159 


167 


IN DE X. 


X11 


ardians of the fair 


Ye watchful ous 


189 
194 
33% 


PI 


and nymphs that adorn the | 
Young Philander woo'd me lang 


Ye ſhepherds 
gay plain 
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EAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure. 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old age of pain. 
Your maxim, That love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find. to be very ill grounded, | 
|  Whence once you its dictates obey, 


The love that from beauty is drawn, 

Buy kindneſs you ought to improve. 

Soft looks and gay fimiles are the dawn, 

Fruition's the ſan-ſhine of love. 

And though. the bright beams of your eyes 

Were clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs obſcure all the ſkies, 
We neer can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with. Joan by his fide, 
_ » You have often reg with wonder. 
Hes dropſical, ſhe is 'dim.cy'd, | 
Yet they're ever uncaſy afunder. 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit in the fun at the door; 
And at night when old Darby's pot's aut. 
His Joan will got ſmoke a whiff more, 
oy 4 
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No beauty nor wit they poſſeſs, 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 


A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 


*Tis by this cunning Icontrive, 


To keep my famiſh'd” love alive, 


2 


Their ſeveral failings to cover. 
Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them fo fond of each other? 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that youth did beſtow, 
'The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our Mlellings below. 


Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove : 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 


- By reviews of ſueh raptures as theſe ; : * 
The current of fondneſs (till flows, 0 

| Which decrepit old age cannot freeze, | * 
S N G. Ou 

Tune, 2 wiſh my love were, in a Mre. 0 ZH 
Elinda, ſee, from yonder flowers, = 

8 þ; ke bees flies loaded to its cell; 0 F; 

Can you perceive what it devours ? _ , a 
Are they impair d in ſhow or ſmell . Ar 


So, thangh I robb'd you of a kiſs, 


Sweeter than their ambroſial dew bow 


Why are you angry .at my bliſs ? 


Has it at all 1 you? 


In ſpite of 'yaur unkind reſerye, 1 | 
Which you . would ſarve, 75 
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Phe COBLE.: 
F all the veſſels on the ſea, 
'The coble is the beſt ; 
Vhere we may fail from dan gers free, 
And with our mates be bleſt, 
As a fiſhing we do go, do ga, 
As a fiſhing we do go. 


Flere love our only pilot is; 


Our compaſs is the heart; 


hat touch'd, points ſtrongly to our bliſs 


{ Nor knows the varying art, 


As a fi ſhing we do go, &c. 


8 Our ſtars are all the brighteſt eyes, 


Where brighteſt eyes prevail; 
Our winds are captive lovers ſi: ohs, 
Which'gently ſwell our fall, 
As a fiſhing we do go, &. 


Our colours are the white and red, 
On modeſt cheeks that glow ; 


our ſtreamers are the treſſes ſpread 


On necks of ſofteſt ſnow, | 
As a fiſhing we do 70, Ke. 


Fitted thus for ſocial pleaſure, 


We paſs the day in ſport ; 
And at night with beauty's treadlire, 
Steer, glad, to Hymen's port; 
Where an anchoring we do go, do ge, 
Where an ene we do go. 


A leſſen for a COS UET. A ſong, 
Hen a nymph at her toilet has ſpent * whole 
To ſhine in brocade at a ball or the play, (day, 


Her rival the butterfly, vain to exceſs, 

May be juſtly more proud, if there's merit in dreſs. 

The purple and gold in his plumage diſplay'd. 

Than velvet's more ſoft, and more gay than brocade, 

But, with all this advantage of drets, you may ſec 

That the butterfly (till is leſs lov'd than the bee. 
B For 


C24.) | ? 

For tf the bee though he ſhines with no purple and gels 2 
We provide a good lodging to tence from the cold: 9 
For his honey we love him, altho' he will ſting, % 
And deſpiſe the gay inſects that flutter and ſing, 
And hence the coquet this plain leſſon may find, 
« That the uſeful alone are the lov'd of mankind, y 

Let the fooliſh and vain at the toilet ſtill vie, 
In a fruitleſs endeavour to rival a fly; 
Which, if they cou'd do, like the fly, for a day, 
By fools they'd be play'd with, and then thrown away, 
Let me, like the bee, ev'ry moment improve, | 

And merit a love which no time ſhall remove, 


The SPARRO W- and DIAMOND, A ſong. 
Lately ſaw, what now I ſing, 
Fair Lucia's hand diſplay'd; 
This finger grac'd a diamond ring, 
On that a ſparrow play'd. 


The feather'd play-thing ſhe careſt, 
She ſtroak'd its head and wings; 

And while it neſtled on her brealſt, 
She lifp'd the deareſt things, 

With chizzel bill a ſpark ill ſet 
He looſen'd from the reſt,  _ 

And ſwallow'd down to grind his meat, 
The eaſter to digeſt, 

The ſeiz'd his bill with wild affright, 
Her diamond to deſcry : 

Tu as gone! ſhe ficken'd at the ſight, 
Moaring her bird wou'd die, 


The tongue- ty'd knocker none- might uſe, 
The curtains none undrav:, 

The footmen went without their ſhoes, 
The ſtreet was laid with ſtraw, | 


The doctor us'd his oily art, 
Of ſtrong emetic kind, 


Th apothecary play'd his part, 
And ingincer's behind. 


+ 8 


wy 
e and 90, = phyſie ceasd t ſpend its ſtare 


the cold : ® 1 
vill ſting, X To bring away the itone, 
nd ſing, 755 like pcople given 9'er, 
nay find, Picks up, when let alone, 
f mankind.» Vis ey as diſpell'd their ſickly dews, 
ſtill vie, He peck d behind his wing; 
| Lucia recov'ring at the news, 
or a day i "3 Relaples for | the ring. 
own aw ay. Mean while within her beauteous breaſt 
prove, Io diffrent paſſions ſtrove; | 
once hen Av'rice ended the conteſt, 
And triumph'd over Love. 
Aſorg, 


Foor little, pretty, fluttering thing, 
7 Thy pains the ſex diiplay, 
Who, only to repair a ring, 
7 Cou'd take thy life away. 
Drive Av'rice from your breaſts, ye fein 
M.onſter of fouleſt mien; 
Ie would not let it harbour there, 
Cou'd but its form be ſeen. 
It made a virgin put on guile, 
Truth's image break her word, 
A Lucia's face forpcar to ſmile, 
A Venus Kill her bird. 


' The Perplexed Lovers, 


Homas loves Mary paſſing well; 
And Mary ihe loves Harry ; 
Wit Harry fighs for bonny Bell, 


But finds his love miſcarry. 


z £ or bonny Bell for Thomas burns. 
XZ Tho” Mary flights his paſſion ; _ 
So itrangely freakith are the turns 
Ot human inclination. 


much as Mary, Thomas grieves ; 
Proud Hall deſpiſes Mary: 


When B 2 


— 


— 
—— — 


| 5 =" 
— — — — 
—— — — 


* "= 5 
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| And all the flonts that Bell eceives 


Lach love the object they purſue, 


Molly gave Hall a wreath of flowers; 


* 7 
— 
— ——— ͤ ʒ—Zù———ç—4 — —ä—ü— 


—— CR 


«A Or thou not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me! 


2 — 
——— —— —— — 
* 
0 


| lj 
lj 
| 
| 
| 


(16-7) 
From Tom, the vents on Harry, 


"Thus all, by turns, are woo'd and wo 


No turtles can be truer; | 


But hate the kind puriuer, 


Which he, in amorous folly, 
Conſign d to Bell; and, in few hours, 
It came again to Molly. s 
If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You neꝰer ſaw people grammer ; 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good humour, 


Then, lovers, from this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation, 
How much 'tis every one's concery. 

To ſmile a reformation. 
And till, thro* life, purſue this rule, 
Whatever object ſtrikes you, 
Behave with complaiſance to all, 


That the you love may like you. 


A SONG, | 
How could I venture to love one like thee, 


On Lords thy admirers could look with diſdain, 
And tho? I was nothing, yet pity my pain! 

You ſaid, when they teaz'd you with nonſence and 
When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs; (dreſs, 
You faw thro? that ſilence which others deſpiſe, - 
And white beaux were prating, read love in my eyes. 
Ohl where is the nymph that like thee ne'er cancloy, | Be 
Whoſe wit can enliven the dull pauſe of joy; 
And when the ſweet tranſport is all at an end, 
From beautiful miſtreſs zurn ſenſible friend! A 
When I ſee thee I love thee, but hearing adore, 1 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more; 3 


TM 
4 3 V 
1 


Pill ml with admiring cannot contain „ 

And killing thoſe lips find you woman again, 

I n all that I write ll thy udgment require. 

1 Thy taſte thall correct what thy love did i in pire; * 
PI kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all oer, 

d then ive 0 on friendihip when paition's1 s no * 


The fragal Maid, 


Am a poor maiden 1 
et I bear a contented mind; 
I am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet IU find another more kind: 
: For alcho' I be foriaken, 
* Yet this I would have you to know, 
Inc'er was 0 ill provided, 
But 1'd two 'r turee itrangs to my bow 
f II. 
J own that onde lov'd him, 
but his ſcorn I could never endure; 
Nor yet chat height of pertection, 
Poor his flights to love him the more. 
L J own he was very engaging, 
7 Yet this I would have yon to know, 
I ne er was fo ill provided, 


ice, F But Id two'r thces {tri gs to my bow, 
e me! 4 DELLS | © Weed 
"' | Ye maidens Who hear of in ditty, 
| | And are unto loving i iu-lin'd, 
ce and Mens minus they are 1a5zect to ee 
(dreſs, 7 And wav ering lixe the ind; 
Fach object creates a new tancy: 
y eyes, | Then this I woald have you to do; 
ncloy, Be caſy and free, take patiera by me, 
=—_ And —. two'r tnree N to your bow. 


re, 1 Tune, Leave I your fooksſh pr atting 
I | 1 


E have no idle pratting, | 
Of either Whig or Lory; By ii. 


= © 18 
But each agrees 
-.:-;. To-hve at eaſe, 
and ſing, or tell a ſtory, 
. 


Fill to him to the brim ; 
Let it round the table roll ; 
The divine tells you, wine 
 Chears the body and the ſoul. 
II. 7 
We will be men of pleaſure, 
Deſpiling pride or party ; 
Whilſt knaves and fools 
Preſcribe us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty, 
Fill to him, &c. 


III. 
If any are fooliſh, | 
To whin for courtiers favour, 
We'll bind him o'et 
To drink no more 


Till he has a better ſayour, 
Fill to him, &c, 5 
IV. 
If an accepted maſon | | 
Should talk of high and low church, 
2 9 We'll let him down i 
1 A ſhallow crown, 
And underſtanding no urch. 
Fill to him, &c. A 
„ - BY 
The 9611 is all in darkneſs; = 
About us they conjecture; _ £7 3 
But little think 1 
| A ſong and drink ES a 
Succeeds the maſon's lecture, A W 
Fill to him, &c, 9 
| vi. --: 4 
Then, landlord, bring a hogſhead, i 
And in the corner place it ; 3 HB 
Till it rebound 4 


With 


l 
With hollow found. 
ch maſon here ſhall face it, 
Fill to "OT Ke. 


4 Foo excuſe for drinig, | 


p BR A ID me not, capricious fan 
N With drinking to exceſs; 4 
| ſhould not want to drown deſpair, 
Were your induterence leſs, | 
Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find 
When this cxcuſ is gone, 

＋ hat all my bleſs, when Chloe's kind, 
Ils fix'd on her alone, 
The god of wine the wictory 
Io0 beauty yields with joy; 
Jor Yacchus only drinks like me, 
When Aae s coy, 


- _ The Mas PT 


Wo 0D people, draw near, | 

1 A ſtory ye's hear. 

9 94 * both pleatant and true; 

8 V hich happened of late, 

1 | And's not out of date; 

Jam going to tell it to you. 
1 

It was of an old cobler, 

Z Who ſoal'd ſhoesat Doubler, 

And lov'd to drink the juice of good barely 

f And then with his wife, 


4 As dear as his life, | 
1 Wiicn drunk he lov'd for to parley, 
Y = SI 


This cobler, they ſay, 
Being drunk on a day, 
His ic ihe did murmur and chat; 
| This cobler, they lay, 
With YOM: 


6 20 5 
| Big thrafh her thatday, 
And cry d, what a pox wad ye be at? 
” EY. 


He had a magpye 
That was very fly, 
That uſed for to mur nur and chatz 
| MR Who ſoon got the tone, 
| Before it was long, 
Of, what a pox wad ye beat? 
| | v. 
| And this magpye, 
| | Who was fo very fly, 
He into a inceting-houſe gat; 
8 | And as he old purion 
| Vas caating his leiſon, 
Cry d, wat « pox wad ye be at? 
11108 VI. 
| The parſon, ſiprisd, 
| Did litt ap his eyes: | 
I Now help us, pray, gather, in need; 
+: Por Satan: k fear 
if Docs viſit as here; 
So help us, Pray, rather, with peed, 
j | | | VII. 
| The parſon again 
| Began to explatn | 


— 
— 


| | | . To thol. around him that ſat; . 
2108 But Magie i decd 
| | | Flew over his head, | 'I 
| | And cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at? 3 
' "OW BE: = | 
| | | Then the parſon id tkip, 1 
I Five yards al a leap, | 7 Sec 
1 From his pulpit quite 40wa to the floor ; a — 
And left every taunt, | Th.” : An 
Quite read; to taint, 5 TI 
Laping out of tac meetiny-houſe 1 3 Sq 
IX, y 
"nn Ihen ſome without hats, . a Hi 


2 * And me without hoods 


hes 


82 
x 4.4 4 


RL 


W e 


6321 
en out of thee meeting-houſe gat; 
And Magie happ'd after, | 
Which cauſed much laughter, 


x | Crying, what a pox wad ye be at ? 


Xs 
Then a ſanctify d Sat 
Who thought to contr oul, 


Said, Satan, how dare. 
You thus to appear 


n this our ſanctity'd place? 


XI. 
But Magie he pranc'd, 
He ſkip d and he danc'd, 


And out of the meeting-houſe gat; 


And all the way long, 
He kept up his ſong, 
| Of a, what a pox vad ye be at? 


The Nurſe's ſong. 
Tune, Yellow Stockings. 
EY! my kitten, a 1 kitten: 
Hey ! my kitten, a deary ; 
Such a ſweet pett as this | 
Is neither far nor neary : 
Here we go up, up, up ; 
Here we go down, down, downy; 
Here we go backwards and forwards, 
And here we go round, round, roundy, 
II, 


Chicky, cockow, my lilly cock ; 
See, ſee, ſic a downy ; 
Gallop a trot, trot, trot, 
And hey for Dublin towny, 
This pig went to the market, 
Squeek mouſe, mouſe, mouſy; 
Shoe, ſhoe, ſhoe the wild 1 
Aud hear thy own dol douly, 


Where 


5 22 d] 
Where was a or and petty, 

Where was a ſugar ſpicy ; 
Huſh a baba in a cradle, 
And well go abroad in a tricy ; 
Did-a papa torment it:? 
Did-e vex his own baby? did- es 
Huſh a baba in a boſie; 
| Take ous own ſucky : did-e? ? 

TD © 
Goodmorrow, a pudding 1 is broke 5 
Slavers a thread o' cryſtal. 
Now the ſweet poſſet comes up; 
Who ſaid my child was piſs'd all! 
Come water my chickens, come, clock, - 5 
Leave off, or he'll crawl you, he'll crawl you; 1 
Come, gie me your hand, and I'll beat * | y 
Wha was it vexed my baby ? 
Where was a laugh and a craw ? 
Where was, was, was a gigling honey 
Goody, good hit {hall be fed, 
But naughty child ſhall get nony. 
Get ye gone raw-head a: nd bloody bones 
Here is a child that won't ſear ye. 
Come, piſſy, piſſy, my jewel, 
And ik, ik ay, my deary, 


The Worth of Wing. 4 


2 I wi 

Tune, Let's be jo vial. 1 

5 TT 3 Th 

Is wine that clears the underſtanding, : 

Makes men learn'd withoutten books; 143 

It tits the general for commanding, * 

And gives ſogers fiercer looks. En 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 1 
II. 4 


Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 
Weightens beauties of the fair; 
: | ; Truth 


we 


3 ith a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


ruth from falſhood it diſcovers, 
Quickens joys, and conquers ws 


ivy 1 
Wine will tt our ſouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious things; 
MWben rais'd by Bacchus we aſpire 
At flights above the reach of kings, 
F” a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
IV, 

| Bring in bonny magnums plenty, 
g 1 Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd ; 
Kone to flinch till they be empty, 
nd full fifty toaſts gone round. 
ith a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


* 


4 Dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


Tune, Tellow-hair'd Laddie, 
1 I. 
3 C N Whitſunday morning 


I went to the fair, | 


With his bonny black eye, 


u a dear blink, and a fair Nun 
It was unto me. 


3 II. 

2 I wiſt not what-ail'd me 
When my laddie came in, 
The little wee ſtarnies 


1 Flew ay frae my een; 


And the ſweat it dropt down 
Frae my very eye-brie, 


1 And my heart play'd ay 


Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie, 


1 
wo. 


2 

i | IIC. 

I Wiſt not what ail'd me, 
When I went to my bed, 

J toſſed and tumbled. 
And ſleep frae me fled. 

Now its ſleeping and waking 
He is ay in my eye, 

And my heart play'd ay. 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


Jonny FAA, The Cypfic laddie. 


I. 1 
HE gypſ es came to our lord s gate, 4 
And wow but they ſang ſweetly ; 
They ſang fac ſweet, and ſac very con pleat, 
That down came the fair lady, 5 
Es II. 
And ſhe came tripping down the ſtair, 
And a' her maids before her; 
As ſoon as they ſaw her well. far'd face, 
They cooſt the glamer o'cr her, 
| III. 
5 Cae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a plaidie, 
For if kith and kin and a' had ſworn, 
PI follow the gypſie laddic. 
IV. 
Teſtreen ] lay in a well-made bed. 
And my good lord beſide me ; 
This night Vil ly in a tenant's barn, 
Whatever ſhall betide me. 
V. 
Come to your bed, ſays jonny Faa, 
Oh come to your bed, my deary; ; 
For I vow and I ſwear by the hilt of my ſword, 
That your lord ſhall nae mair come near ye, 
VI. 
J'll go to bed to my Jonny Faa, 
And I'll go to bed to my deary 


For 


2 


e. 


For 


25 


VII, 


| H 9 : hap to my Jonny Faa, 
And I'll make a hap to my deary, 


ad he's get a' the goat gaes round, 


Fer I vow and ſwear by what paſt yeftreen 
1 That my lord ſhall nae mair come near me. 


1 And my lord all nae mair come near me. 


F VIII. 
Ana when our lord came hame at een, 
And ſpeir'd for his fair lady, 


i The tane ſhe cried, the other rep! 7d, 


She's 1 with the Nele laddie. 


4 See ſaddle to me my Mack black ſteed, 
Geass ſaddle and make him ready. 

| Before that I either eat or ſſeedßp. 
1 I'll gae ſeek my fair oy. 

nd we were fifteen well-made men. 
Altho? we were nae bonny ; 

nd we were a” put down for ane, 


A fair young wanton lady. 


$ | Sailors Song. 


Ow happy are we, 
Now the wind is abaft; 


Y nd the boſſon he pipes, 


7 Haw! both our ſheets aft. 
F. ſteady, ſays the maſter, 


N 8 
3 


It blov's a freſh gale ; 


F We'll foon reach our port, boys, 
F If the wind does not fail. 
Then drink about Tom, 


J Altho” the ſhip roll; 


Then drink about Tom, 


1 Altho? the ſhip roll : 


Well ave our rich liquor, 
17 ell ſave, &c. | 
By ſlinging our bowl, C 


Ax p RO 


— 


— — — nn 


And well ſhe loo'd a Hawick cul, 


In ſtarted, to heeze up our Eope, 


— G—_—_ 
——  --— _ - 


The carling brought her kebbuck ben, 


Aut the blytheſt lad that cer I ſaw, 


RY 4: 
A NDR O and hi cathy Gus 


LTI, blyth, blyth was ſhe, 
Blyth was ſhe butt and ben ; 


And leugh to fee a tappit hon. 
Sic took me in, and ſet me down, 
And heght to keep me lawing free; 
But, cunning carling that the was, 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 


ED | Whowil 


 Weloo'd the ligour well enough; : 


Put waes my heart my. caſh was done, But ſhift 

Before that 1 hed quench'd my drowth, 7A 
And laith T was to pawn my ſhoon. 

When we had three times toom'd our ſtoup, 
And the nieft chappin new begun, | 


Young Andro with his cotty gun. 
III. 


With girdle-cakes well toaſted ue | 
Well does the canny kimmer ken, | 
They gar the ſeuds gac glibber down. 

Veca'd the bicker aft about; s 


Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun: 'F 
And ay the cleaneſt drinker out 2 


Was Andro with his cutty gun. 
IV. 
He did like ony mavis fing, 
And as I in hisoxter fat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny —_ 2 
And mony a ſappy kiſs T oa up {ettl 
J hae been eaſt, I hae been welt. | BE batin; 
I hae been f. foe ayont the ſun; | 


Was Andro with his cutty gun. 


up, 


SONG | 


E 
SONG 
Tune, Lillibullero. 


IHE. modes ofthe court ſo common are grown 
That a true friend can hardly be met; | 
ndſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 

"Which they let out for what they can get. 
'T15 true you find, 
Some friends (© ind. 
Whonill give you good counſel themſelves to defend. 
H In ſorrowful ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, 
Ba ſhift you for . , from friend to kriend. 


A SONG. 


Tune, An old woman cloathed in 95 Ke. 


. 


HROUGH all the employments of 134 
Fach neighbour abuſes his brother: 


More and rogue they call huſband and wita 


All profeſſions 1 be rogue one another; 
e prieſt calls the lawyer a a cheak, 
2 he lay Wycr be- Knaves the divine; 
Id the ſtateſnan, becauſe he's ſo gr eat; 
Think his trade as honeſt as wine. 


3 
Meddicrs out f Seaſcn, 
1 


OME, lads, ne'er plague your heads 
With what is done in Spain, 
Fut leave to them 
Who are ſupreme, 
p {cttle peace again: 


D Rebating, prating, jumbling, grumbling, 


ays no nation's debt ; 


2 a 
3 


3 *Tis time muit clear it, 
4 Juſt like claret, 


ZWhen it is on the fret. | 
Cz II. Each 


E 


Fach one ſhould "4 his own, 
Not buſineſs of the fate: 
| This all we get. 
By meidling yet, 
| More troubles to create, | 
Our wrangling, jangling, clam” ring hamm ring, 
But diſturb the town; | 3h 
Sach men of mettle, nes = 
In a kettle, 2 | 
Make two holes for one. | | 
III. 
If you the dangers knew 
Of thoſe that wear acrown, 
You'd ſcarce envy 
A ſtate ſo high, 
But wiſely uſe your o BA 
Unſteady, giddy, but Ys dizzy, s 
With the dazling h neight; 
Yet daily ſtooping, 8. 
Almoſt drooping 
Underneath the weight. 
: IV. 
Lo firains that range the plains, 
Their native freedom keep, 
Who yet command, 
With crook in hand, 
Their faithful dog and ſheep: 
Their leiſure, pleaſure, ſporting 7 ee, 
None but time deccive; 


Whilſt Amaryllis, 


Jug and Phillis, F ith 
Flow'ry garlands weave. . 
| 3 hails 
7 of *Þ2 » F RF 4 
The Milking-Pail. — rar 
1. "Foun, 
YE. nymphs and Silvian * 4 
That love green ficlds and woods, 4 


W 72 
\ > 
en . 

- 
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WH cn 1 newly born bertel de does adory 
7 iy flowers and blooming buds : 
Come ſing in the praiſe, while flocks do graze. 
bi On younder pleaſant vale, 
M thoſe that choſe to milk their ews, 
d in cold deus with clouted ſhoes, 

1 To carry the milking-pail. 

e 

= You odds of the morn, 
"ap With bluſhes you adorn, 

Ard take the freſh air, whilſt linets prepare 
A conſort on each green thorn : 
The black-bird and thruth, on every buſh, 
| 1 And the charming nightingale, 
merry vein, their throats as ſtrain, 
o entertain the jolly train 
Df thole of the milking-pail, 

"> - II. | 
1 When cold bleak winds do rore, 
® And flowers will ſpring no more, 
The fields that were ſeen ſo pleaſant and green 
be With winter's all candid o'er 

ſe how the town laſs looks with her white face, 
1 And her lips ſo deadly pale? 

i But it is not ſo with thoſe that go 
Thro' froſt and ſhow, with cheeks that glow, 
And carry the milking.pall. 
KV. 

The miſs of courtly mold, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 
ith waſhes and paint her Ixiu does ſo taint, 


ug, 


hile ſhc of commode puts on a cart load 
And with cuſhions piums ber ail, 
What joys are found in ruinly ground, 
7 Young, plump an round, nay iweet and ſound, 
2 Of thoſe of the milking-pail. 
2 V. 
When You airs of Venus ame, 
2, That. venture health and fame, 
4 C3 


She's Witlier'd before {hc's ola . - 


In 


|. 8 0 

| | | In vraftſing flats with cold and heats, 
0 Make lovers grow blind and lame: 
0 0 If men were ſo wiſe to value the prize 
1079 


(ij! | | Of the wares molt fit for the ſale, _ 

lif What ſtore of beaux would daub their clothes, 

1 3 fave a noſe, by following of thoſe _ | 

| | Who 7 the milking-pail 2 

| in VI, Re! 
| T he country lad is free 7H 2h 

0 | From fears and jealouſie, | 00 
| Whilſt upon the orcen he is often ſeen 

| | With his laſs upon his knee; 

| With kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her ſo treat, 

| e And ſwears ſhe'll never grow (tale: 

| But the London laſs, in every place, 

| With brazen face deſpiſes the grace 

110 Of thoſe of the milking pail, 


0 The fuirelt of her days. 
| . 
Ii iis | HO PF R beholds my Helen? $ face, 
1 | | And ſays not that good hap has the; 
160 Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 
| Sall think nane ever ſpake but lhe. 
The ſhort way to refound her praiſe, 
1 She is the faireſt of her days. 
| IT 


4811) | Who knows her wit, and not admires, 
Wit! He maun be deem*d devoid of ſkill; 
2110000 | Her virtues kindle ſtrong deſires 
In them that think upon her (till, 
The ſhort way, &c. 
III. 
| | | | Her red is like unto the roſe 


Whaſe buds are opening to the ſun, 
Her comely colours do diſcloſe 
Ihe firſt degree of denen won. 
The ſhort way, &c. 


hes, 


And] 
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with the wth is 11 58 abs 


Like to the ſun or fair moon ſhine 


That does upon clear waters light, 


And makes the colour ſeem divine. 
e ſhort way to reſound her praiſe, 


4 ? She i 10 the faireſt of her days. 


1 Cal ewe Care, 
ARE away gae thou 5 me, 
2 hou bercaves me of my wits, 


V herefore I hats thy frantick fits: 
Therefore I will care no moir, 


Vince that in cares comes vo reſtoir; 


But I will fing hey don a dee, 


3 1 caſt doilt care away [raw me. 


IL 
If I want, | care to get, 
he moir I have, the moir I fret; 
Love I much, I care for moir, | 


The moir I have I think I'm poor: 
Thus grief and care my mind oppreſs, 
Nor wealth or wae gives no Tedreſs; 


herefore il care no moir in ain, 


| "Since care has colt me meixle pain, 


III. 
Is not this world a ſliddry ball? 


And thinks men ſtran ge to catch a fall? 


Does not the ſea Bath ebb and flow ? 
And fortune's but a painted ſhow. 

JW hy ſhou'd men take care or grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief? 
Some careful ſaw what careleſs reap, 


J Ang waſters ware what niggarts ſcrape, 


Well then, ay learn to. knaw thy ſelf, 


And care not for this warldly pelf: 


Whether thy 'ſtate be great or ſmall, 
3 Give thanks to GO whate'er betall. 


For I am no fit match for thee, 


ae 


32 ) 
Sie Gall thou 1 ay live at eaſe, 
No ſudden grief ſhall thee diſpleaſe; 
Then mayſt thou ſing, hey down a dee, 
When thou haſt caſt all care frac thee. 


The Invitation. 
7; 5 
OME, love, let's walk by yonder ſpring, 1 
| Where we may hear the Plack- bird img, | 
Ile robin-red-breaſt and the thruſh, 
And nishtingale in thorny buſh, 
The mavis fu cetly carroling; 
This to my love, this to my love, 
Content will bring. 
. im 
Sec where the nymph, with all her tram, 5 
Comes {kipping through the park ainain, is - 
And in thisgrove ſhe mean's to ſtay, 5 
At barley- breaks to ſport and play; 
Where we may ſit us down, and ſee 


Fair beauty mixt, fair beauty mixt 
| With chaſtity. 


| II. 
In vonder dale arc fineſt flowers, 
With mony pleaſant ihady bowers, 
A pucling brook, whoſe ſilver ttreams 
TE beautified with Phoebu's beams ; 
Which iteal out-thro? the trees for feaj 
Becauſe Diana, becayic Piana 
Bataes her there, 
IV. 
All her delight is as ye fre, 


hus wa y to port, and here to be 


Delyting in vals calour {pring, | 4 To 
Only tv watie herſelf therein, | 1 
Une! Acteun her eſpy d I 

Then to Tue ' tiucker, then to the thicket. 4 01 


Did ine He. 1 
And 


35 


And there by magick art he wrought, 

Aud in her heart ſhe thus bethought 
Mich ſecret ſpeed away to flee, 
Ind he a hart was turn'd to be; 
ecauſe he follow'd Diana's irain, ES | 
s life he loſt; his life he loſt, 5 
Her love to gain. 8 


in . | | 3 | EET 
— 9 Slighted Love ſair to bide. 
Had a heart, but now I heartleſs gae; 
4 had a mind, but daily was oppreſt; 
4 2 a friend that's now become my face; 
L had a will that now has freedom loſt : 
3 What have I now? 
Es 5 Naithing I trow,, 
0 But grief where I had joy: 
What am I than? 
ks A heartleſs man: 
Could love me thus deſtroy !. 
I love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard, 
Ter for my love diſdain is my reward. 


Where ſhall I gang to hide my weary face ? 
3 Where ſhall I find a place for my defence? 
Where my true love remains the fitteſt place, 
Ok all the earth that is my confidence. 

| Sheis my heart 

ee GULL denart : 

Let her do what ſhe liſt, 
1 I cannot mend, 
8 But ſtill depend, 
4 And daily to inſiſt, 
1 To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerve; 
| If not for love, let love my body ſtarve. 
J III. 
ö 0 lady fair! whom I do honour moſt, 
7} Your name _ fame within my breaſt I have: 

Let 


Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
Bnt ſtill, in mind I pray thee to engrawer 
That I am true, 8 
And iall not rue 
Ane word that I have ſaid : 
I aa your man, 
Do what you can, 
When all theſe plays are pla. 
Then fave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 
Since man and goods are all at your command 


The country Laſi's ambition, 


I. 
HAT tho” they call me country lte 
I read it plainly in my 5 glaſs, | 

That for a dutcheſs I might pals : 
| Oh! could 1 ſee the da y 1 
Wou'd fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball, 
Pd brave the proudeſt of them all, 

With a ſtand-bz Y, clear the way, 


Surrounded by a crowd of beaus, 
Wich ſmart toupces, and powder'd clothes 
At rivals I'll turn up my noſe ; 

Oh! could I ſee the day! 
I'll dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
Shall make ſome duke, or lord, my prize; 
And then, oh! how PI ty rannize, 

With a ſtand-by, clear the way. 

III. 
Oh! then for every new delicht, 

For Equipage, and diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and balls, and Plays, all night: : 

Oh ! could I ſee the day! 
Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 
The tedious hours of life to kill, 
In every thing I'd have my will, 

With a ſtand- by, clear the Way, 


Pet 
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Peiner wooing. 


1 


: AR Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
How can I ſpeak without pain? 
M eyes have oft told you their wiſhes: 


- Why can't you the meaning explain? : 


K 
855 
* 


| My paſſion w. wou'd looſe by exprefſ jon, 


And you too might cruelly blame; 


| Th pray don't expect a canfeſſion 


Of what is too tender to name. 
III. 
35 yours is the pr ovince of ſp peaking, 
How can you e xpect 1 it from me ? 
r wiſhes ſhou'd be in our Keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhou'd be. 
| 1 IV. 


9 8 quickly why don't you diſcover ? 


I need not tell over and over 


Did your heart feel ſach tortures as mine, 


What JI in my boſom confine, 


corix- s Keply, 


OO D madam, when ladies are willing, 
* A man rauſt needs look like a fool; 
For me I wou'd not give a ſhilling 

: For one that does love without rule. 

1 IL 

At leaſt ye ſhould wait for our offers, 


l : Not ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 


Fad you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
Lour lachs were all ſpent in the air. 


You ſhou'd leave us to gueſs by your bluſhing, 


1 And not tell the matter fo plain ; 


Fis ours to be writting and puſhing, 
And yours to alfeet a diſdain. 
IV. Bue 


_ 6) 
| 0188 
But you”! re in a terrible taking, 
By all the fond olpings I ſee; 
The fruit that can fall without ſhaking 
Indeed 1 is too mellow for me. | 


CELIA and SABINA, 
I, 
H 1 R 81 8. a young and am'rous Gain, 
Saw two, the beauties of the Os 
Who both his heart ſubdue : 
Gay Celia s eyes were dazling fair; 
Sabina's eaſy ſhape and air, 
* ith ſofter muſick drew. 
* | 
He haunts the ſtream, he haunts. the grove, 
Lives in a fond romance of love, 
And ſeems for each to die; 
Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 
Sabina Celia's ſhape ran down, 
| And ſhe Sabina's eye, 
III. 
x heir envy made the hep herd find 
Thoſe eyes that love could 9917 blind; 
| So ſet the lover free, 
No more he haunts the grove or ſtream. 
Or, with a true love-knot or name, 
Engraves a wounded tree. 
| 8 
Ah Celia! fly Sabina cry'd, : 
Tho? neither love, we're both deny'd, 
Let either fix the dart, 
Poor girl! ſays Celia, ſay no more; 
That ſpite which broke his chains before, 
. break the other's heart. 


The ſerious 8 
J. 


B E LIE VE my ſighs, my 8 my dear, 
Be- 


Relive the heart you've won 


| 0 
Ton 


To ſurr 
Befoi 
Befos 


1 T fre 
x 'Tis 
He is b 
3 Wh 
bo is 


e 
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Felleve my vows to you ſincere, 


= dr, Jenny, I'm undone. * 


wain, 


rove, 


dear, 
Be- 7 


You nay, I'm fickle, and apt to change | 
At every face that's new: 


Off all the girls I ever ſaw, 


* 
4 4 Fo 


nc'er * one but you. 
1 „ 
My heart was like a lamp of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye; 
And then it kindled in a trice, 

A flame that ne'er can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 


hat I've a heart that's true; 


0 | Fall the girls I ever ſaw, 


ne'er lov'd one like you. 


1 „ een 10 ALEXIS; 


LY. X 1S, how artleſs a lover! | 
How baſhful and filly you grow! 


In my eyes can you never diſcover 
| . mean yes when J often ſay no? 


When you pine and you whine out your paſſion, | 
And only intreat for a kiſs; 
fo be coy and deny is the faſhon, 


Alexis ſhould raviſh the bbſs. 


Alexis 1 . 
III 
love, as in war, 'tis but reaſon 

N To make ſome defence for the town: 
o ſurrender without it were treaſon, 

1 Before that the out works were won. 
8 that, &Cc. Neg 

N 7 

1 frown, tis my bluſhes to cover, 


'Z *Tis for honour and modeſty's ſake ;- 


e is but a pitiful lover | 
{ Who is foil'd by a ſingle attack. 
"OY is, &c. 


Do . 


(38) 


But when we by force are Ts power'd, 
The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield; 
I am not to be won by a coward, 
Who hardly dares enter the field, 
17 ho hardly, &c, | 


CupiD miſtaken. D 


S after noon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, We 
Cupid a ſhooting went that way, She ler 


New ſtrung his bow, and fill'd his quiver: I trove 
With skill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart, Tell m 

With all his might his bow he drew, I; 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 1 

The too well guided arrow flew, 6 


II 
I fine! I die! the goddeſs ery'd: 

O cruel! cou'dſt thou — none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? parricide, 
Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy mother 
Pcor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce cou'd ſpeak ; 

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas! how eaſy the miſtake, 

I took you for your likeneſs Chloe. 


Tell me, my Heart. 


L 
W. H E N Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare nor move: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
IT. | 

' Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can bear, 
No other wit but her's approve: 
Tell me, > wy heart, if this be love? 


LE ow 


III 


Ie ſome other ſwain commend, 


l was once his fondeſt friend, 
at inſtant enemy I prove: 


Te me, wy heart, if this be love? 


IV 
"I ſhe is abſent, I no more 


De ight in all that pleas'd before, 


| e cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove: 

ell me, my heart, if this be love? 
Ky V. 

When arm'd ich inſolent diſdain, 


Sbe ſcem'd to triumph i mn my pain; 3 


1 
1 


I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove : 
Tell me, * heart, if this be love? 


+ Noght but Love, 


HE fun was ſunk 3 the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
e ſky was clear, the winds were (till, 


"Þ The flocks were pent within the fold; 


en, from the ſilence of the grove, 


; 1 bor Damon thus deſpair'd of love! 


JI. 


i v ho ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 


From the bare rock, or oo beach; 


Who from each barren weed that grows 
Expects the grape, or bluſhing peach; 
With equal faith may hope to find 


' The truth of love in woman kind. 
III. 
F have no herds, no fleecy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 


3 


4 lo paſtures green, nor gardens fair, 


A maiden's venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my ſighs mult prove, 


| For I, alas! have nought but love. 


IV. 
ow wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts arc bought and fold? 


40 ) 
They aik not vows of Freed truth, 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for gold, 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove, 
| But I, alas! have nought but love. 
. 
To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 
What wealth, what treaſure can ſuffice? 
Not all their ſhine can ever boaſt 
The living luſtre of her eyes: 
For theſe the world too cheap would prove; 
But I, alas! have nought but love. 
| VI, 
Silvia | ſince nor gems, nor oar, 
Can with your brighter charms compare, 
Conſider that I offer more, _ 
More ſeldom found, a ſoul ſincere: 5 
Let riches meaner beauties move, 


Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 


The Girl that's blyth and gay. 
8 Tune, Black Jock. 


: | O0 all the girls i in our town, 


Or black, or yellow, or fair, or brown, 
With their ſoft eyes, and faces ſo bright; 
| Give me a girl that's blyth and gay, 
As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 
With her heart free, and faithful as light, Mi ref 
What lovely couple then cou'd be | * 1 
So happy and ſo bleſt as we! 
On whom the ſweeteſt joys wou'd ſmile, 
And all the cares of life beguile, 
_ Entranc'd in bliſs each rapt'rous night. 


The Rival. 


1. . 
O* all fo torment, . ll the care, 
y which our lives are curſt, 

Ot all the 8 that we bear, 


„ Of, 7, 
Rival is the worſt, 
By partners in another kind 
Aflictions eaſier grow, 

1 a love alone we hate to find 
be Companions in our woe, 
hs | 1 
Muvia, for all the griefs you ſee 
Ariſing in my breaſt, 
Lbeg not that you'd pity me, 
ez Would you but flight the reſt, 
| we'er ſevere your rigours are, 
| Alone with them I'd cope, 
5 Kean endure my own deſpair, 
„ But not another's hope. 


1 With her alone 1'd chuſe to live, 

PFacicty 1'd ne'er require, 

Mor a greater, nor a greater, 

No, a greater blits deſire. 

My charming nymph, if you can and 
Among tt the race of human kind, 
A mas that loves you more than I. 

\ Vu rel gu you, I II reſign you, 

t. Vl reſign you, tho” 1 8 

3 [| II. 

Let my Belinda fill my arms, 

\ ita all her beauty, all her charms; 

4 ich {corn and pity I'd look down 

In the glories, on the glories, 
£ Dn the ores of a crown. 


The Bottle preferr'd, 


L, 
D R OUD woman, I ſcorn you, 
+ Brilk wine's my delight, 


A Rina | Dx. 


r OULD fate to me Belinda give, 


Vit 


| (43 
JU drink all the day, | 
And I'll revel all night. © 
As great as a monarch, 
The moments I paſs, 
The bottle's my globe, 
And my ſcepter's the glaſs, 
5 III. 
The table's my thrones 
And the tavern's my court, 
The drawer's my ſubi ect, 
And drinking's my ſport. 
Here's the chief of all joy, 
, 
HFere's a miſtreſs ne er coy ; 
Dear cure of all ſorrows, 
And life of all bliſs: 
I'm a king when I hug you, 
But more when I kiſs. 


De Play of Love. 


| „ Firſt AF, | 

"F* E play of love is now begun, 

| And thus the actions do go on; 
Strephon, enamour d, courts the fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs air, 

And ſmiles to find him in love's ſnare, 

| | Second Act. 

The act tune play'd, they meet again, 
Here pity movas her for her pain, 
Which ſhe evades with ſome pretence, 
And thinks ſhe may with love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a man of ſenſe, 

ne | 

The third approach her lover makes, 

She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks; 

But with feign'd flights ſhe puts him by, 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 
Altho? the gives her heart the ly, 


— 
10 
10 


iS 
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4 


U 


Fourb; f 


* 
9 
x 
* 


Nov the plot raiſes, he . or 
if ſome other fair he d try; 


Ut ſome more wiſe his love ſhould ſhare, 

1 hich yet no woman eber can bear. 
The laſt act now is N PI high, 

n That thus it crowns the lover's joy; 

She does no more his paſſion ſhun, 

"Ke ſtrait into her arms does run: 

F The courtain falls, the play is done. 


- Fe 5+ 3 3 - 


The modern Marriage Queſtion, 


A p p V the world in that bleſt age, 

hen. beauty was noi bought and ſold; 

\ nen the fair mind was uninflamd 

With the mean thirſt of baneful gold. 

With the meanthirſt, &c. 

. 

Then the kind ſhepherd hos he ſigh'd, 

The ſwain, whoſe dog was all his weak, 

Was not by cruel parents fore d 

| ; To breathe the am'rous vow by ſtealth. 
Jo breathe, &c. 


1 
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A | | | RE 

Now the firſt queſtion fathers alk. 
WM ben for their girls fond lovers tus, 
is, hat's the ſettlement you'll make ? 


You! re poor |——be flings the door at vou. 
You're poor &c. 


The wiſe Penitent, 


Sung by Mr. Gay, 


I. 


| q D APHNIS ſtood penſive in the ſhade, wg 
Fourb il With arms acroſs, and head reclin d; Pale 


Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And ſighs reliev'd his love kek.mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, _ 
Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
My Chloe is unk ind. | 
| 7; 
Why ring the woods with warbling We ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceafe your ſtrains; 
I faintly hear in your ſoft notes 
My Chloe's voice, that wakes my pains, 
But why ſhould you your ſongs forbear ? 
Your mates dehght your ſongs to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdains. 
II.. 
As chad he melancholy flood 
Dejected, as the lonely dove, 
| Sweet ſound broke gently thro? the wood, 
I feel a found my heert-ſtrings move: 
' ?PT'was not the nightingale that ſung ; 
No, tis Chloe's fa ce ter tongue : | 
Hark! hark! what ays ds love? 
IV, 
How imple f is the nymph, ſhe cries, 
| Who trifles with her lover's pain: > 
Nature itil] ſpeaks in womens eyes, 
Our artſul ps are made to feign, 
Oh Daphnis! : aphnis! 'tuas m., pride, 
Tuas not my heart thy love deny'd- 
| Com e back, dear youth, again. 
| V 


At other day my hand he ws, 
My blood with trickling motion flew, 
Sudden 1 put on looks diſpleas'd, 
| And haſty from his hold withdrew : 
* Twas fear al. ne, thou ſimple ſwain; 


Then hadſt thou preſo d my hand again - 3 I 
My heart had yielded too, An 
VI. 8 


*Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd. 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy check; 


. 
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. 
1 
% 


0 ink not thy {kill in ſong defam'd, 


Thy lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek, 
Much much thy muſick I approve, 


Let break thy pipe, for more 1 love 


Much more to hear thee ſpeak, 
wo | VII, Y 
My heart forbodes that Pm betray'd ; 
2 Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone 
'Laſt night with Delia's dog he play*d ; 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on, 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 


My tongue would now my heart betray. | 


5 Ah Chloe! thou art won, 

2 | VIII. 5 
The youth ſtept forth with haſty pace, 

And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lightned in her face, 
Confus d, ſhe knew not what to ſay: 

At laſt, in broken words, ſne cry*d, 


To morrow you in vain had try'd, 


But I am loſt to day. 


Buttery Max. 

| 1 
Snack and perfyte as can be ony, 
dhe is ſae jimp, fac gamp, ſae gay, 


dae capernoytie, and ſac bonny : 


But ſhe was very ill to win; 


. 2 
he wadna hae him except he were bonny: 


Ibo' he were ne'er ſo noble a kin. 
3 pens "ons 
Fler bonnyneſs has been foreſeen _ 
In ilka town baith far and near, 
And when ſhe kirns her minny*s Kirn 
She rubs her face till it grows clear; 


FN yonder town there wons a May, 


he has been woo?d and loo'd by mony, 


But 


. 
But when her minny ſhe did percerve 

Sic great inlack amang the butter, 
Shame fa? that filthy face of thine, 

*Tis criſh that gars your grunzie glitter, 
| There's Dunkyſon, Davyſon, Robie Carniel, 
The laſs with the petticoat dances right well, 
Sing Stidrum, Stouthrum, Suthrom Stony, 
Ann ye dance ony mair, weſe tell meſs Johny. 
Sing, Cc. . e 


| 4 uo in 
el nei 
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Hop of the mill and buxome NEIL. 


| . 
* OUNG Roger of the mill, 
1 One morning very ſoon, 
Put on his beſt apparel, | 
New hoſe and clouted ſhoon ; 

And he a wooing came 
To bonny buxome Nell, 

Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
Ike thee wond' rous well. 

| | II, 


My horſes I have dreſt, 1 55 
And gi'en them corn and hay, 
Put on my beſt apparel: = 
And having come this way, 
Let's ſit and chat a while 
With thee, my bonny Nell, 
Pear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
I'k like thy perſon well. 
HL 
Young Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſel then reply'd, 
J am not in ſuch a haſte 
To be a plowman's bride ; | 4 
Know I then live in hopes | = 
To marry a farmer's ſon. : 1 
If it be fo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; 
Sweet miſtreſs, I have done. 


* 


Se horſes you 13 * 


r. 4 W. ” Good Hodge, I I heard you ſay. 
fiel, Put on your beſt apparel ; 
b And being come this way, 


Tome fit and chat a while, 
no indeed, not J. | 
4 8 Il neither wait, nor ſit, nor prat, 
7 ve other Fh to fry, 


: þ o take your farmer's ſon, 
With all my honeſt heart: 
, What tho* my name be Roger, 
2” That goes at plow and cart ? 
I need not tarry long, 
Il ſoon may gain a wife; 
There's buxome Joan, it is well known 
- She loves me as her life. 
Pray what of buxome Joan ? 
F Can't I pleaſe you as well ? 
For ſhe has ne*er a penny, 
And l : am buxome Nell; 


9 The money mode him ſmile : a 

For then, my dear, I'll draw a chair, 

| 1 And chat with thee a while. 

|: | +" * RD 
Within the ſpace of half an hour 

This couple a bargain ſtruck, 

1 Hoping that with their money 

| I They both wou'd have good luck. 
3 To your fifty I've forty, 

. 2 With which a cow we'll buy ; 

We'll join our hands in wedlock bands, 

Then who but you and 12 


NN 
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Tarry 


C48) 
Tarry Woo, 


I. 


AR RY woo, tarry Woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 

Card it well, card it well, 
Card it well e'er ye begin. 
When 'tis carded, row'd and fpun, 
Then the work is haflens done; 
But when woven, dreſt and = Why 
It may be cleading for a queen, 


Sing my bonny harmleſs ſheep 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 
Bleeting ſweetly as ye go. 
'Throus Ih the winter's froſt and ſnow. 
Hart and hynd, and fallow deer, 
No be haff ſae uſeful are; 
Frae kings to him t hat hads che plow 
Are all oblig'd to tarry woo, 

II. | 
Vp ye ſhepherds, dance and ſkip, 
O'er the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flooks that bear it too; 
Harmleſs creatures without 3 
That clead the back, and cram the wame, 
Keep us warm and hearty fou; | 
| Leeſe me on the tarry woo, 

IV. 

How happy is a ſhepherds life! 
Far frae courts, and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleet and bac, 
And the lambkins anſwer mae: 

No ſuch muſick to his ear, 

Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent, and colly too, 
Well defend the tarry woo, 


RES 


He lives content and envies none, 
even a monarch on his throne, 
ho? he the royal ſcepter ſways, 
Haß not ſweeter holy . 
Wh d be a king, can ony tell, 

When a ſhepherd ſings ſae well; 
Sings fac well, and pays his due. 

th honeſt heart and tarry WOO. 


5 

1 Fnirty Nan. 
4 . 
= "Ds Nannio. 
5 1 


A. woes me, poor Willy cry'd, 
A Scc how Pm waſted to a ſpan? 
My heart I loſt, when firſt I {py'd | 
The charming, lovely milk-maid Nan, 
I'm grown ſo weak, a gentle breeze 
Pkt duſky Roger's winnowing fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beachy trees, 
And all for thee, m ny ſmirky Nan. 
II. 


The ale wife miſſes me of late, 
I us'd to take a hearty can; 
I can neither drink nor ent, 


The bran is every other ak 
1 Cpt with thee, my ſmirky Nan. 
1 e 
+ Dick of th' green, that naſty lown, 
aft Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, 
ſnatcl'd a kiſs : I knock'd him down, 
hich hugely pleas d my ſmirky Nan. 
t hark! the roaring ſoger comes, 
And rattles Tantara Taran, | 
> leaves her cows for noiſy drums, 
Woes me, I've loſt my ſmirky Nan! 
E 


1 8 * 
„ 
* * 
3 
1 


„ 
HAPPINESS 


Tune, T 9 all you ladies now at 2 


13 
1 dente maid, ſince you deſire 
. To know what I wou'd wiſh, 
What ſtore of wealth, I would require 
— To gain true happineſs ; 
This faithful inventary take 
Of all that life can eaſy make, 
II. 
Here happy only are the few 
Who with to live at home, 
Who never do extend their view 
Beyond their ſmall income, 
An income which ſhould ever be 
The fruit of honeſt induſtry. 
= 
A Gul ſerene and free from fears, 
With no contentions vex'd, 
Nor yet with vain and anxious cares 
To be at all perpiex'd. 
A body that's with health endow'd, 
An open temper, yet not rude, 
IV. | 
A heart that's always circumiped, 
Unknowing to deceive, 
Yet ever wiſely can reficct, 
Not eaſy to belive, 
As to my dreſs, let it be plain, 
Yet always neat without a ſtain, 
| 5 | 
A cleanly hearth and chearful fire 
Jo drive away the cold, | 
A moderate plaſs one would require 
When merry tales are told : 
The company of an ealy friend, 
My like in fortune and in mind. 


E 0 

„„ 

N 1 of books of the right kind, 
For knowledge and delight, 


E intricate, nor interlin'd 


1 5 ith narrow party ſpite: _ 
: A; arden fair, to paint me clear 


5 x N ure's gradations through the year. 


', 225 
= VIE, 
. ;P 


Te give true reliſh to delight, 
1 chaſte and chearful wife, 


: 1 ſweeteſt humour to unite 


Our hearts as long as life: 

Soon! lleep, whoſe kind deluſive turn, 
all join the evening to the morn. 

8 VIII, 
en we live agreeably, 
And ver be content, 


To Providence ay thankful be 


For all thoſe bleſſings lent. 


Oſovereign power! but grant me this, 


4 . 
Som: 
* 


| 8 d more ['ll aſk, no more 14 with, 


Merry Beggars. 


*s Firſt Beggar, 
© Onee was a poet at London, 

& [1 kept my heart till full of glee; 
here's no man can {ay that 1'm undone, 
"8 Pros begging's no new trade 4 to me. 
| 1 deroll, &c. 

I Second 8 

| ae was an attorney at law, 

| And after a knight of the poſt; 

Nye mea briſk wench and clean ſtraw, 
And I value not who rules the roaſt. 
1 deroll, &c. 

7 Third beggar. 

I Nt room for a ſoldier in buff, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
ul he fancy 'd the peace nt off, 
E 2 And 


5 30 
And then he moſt wiſely ſold out. 
K 

Fourth beggar. 


Here comes a courtier polite. Sir, 
Who flatter d my lord to his face; 

Now railing is all his delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place, 

Toll deroll, &c. 


Fifth beggar, _= 
J till am a merry gut- -ſcraper, | 82 
My heart never yet felt a qualm; a 
Tho? poor, I can frolick and vapour, 5 
And ſing any tune but a FO. 
Toll deroll, &c, 


Sixth Iker. 
J was a fanatical preacher, 

I turn'd up my eyes when I N - a 
But my hearers half-ſtarv'd their teacher, 

For they believ'd not one word that I ſaid. Wa Ar 


Toll deroll, &c. 


Firſt beggar. 
Whoe? er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may learn ; 
In palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn? 
Tull deroll, &c. 
CHO Rus of all 


Whoeer wou'd be merry, &c. 


Love, drink and debt. 


"I; 
have Cm 1 in. na and in debt, and in PORE 
Theſe many and many a year ; 
And theſe are plagues enough I ſhou'd think 
For any poor mortal to bear. 
*T'was love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into debt; 1 
And tho” I have ſtruggled and ſtrove, Iouruf 
I cannot get out of them yet. Ther Gild 


1 
Here's nothing but _ can cure me. 
And rid me of all my pain: 
'Twul pay all my debts, 
And remove all my lets; 
Amy miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again: 


Then then Tikall fall to my loving &rinking ag again, 
| & 4 love ſong i in the modern Taſte, 1 


A 5 + SWIFT, 


SLUTTRIN G foread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; 
Fj a ſlave in thy domi ions, 
| Paature muſt give way to art. 
er, | 11 
[ ſaid. 61 Arcadians, ever blooming, 
5 | Nightly nodding o er your flocks, 
See my weary days conſuming 
| 3 All beneath yon "wy. rocks, 
Thus the Cyprian goddeſs w veeping, | 
E Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth, 
Him the boar, in ſilence creeping, 
7 Gor'd with unrelating tooth, 
oo IV. 
$  nthia t tune harmonious numbers, 
Fair diſcretion ſtring the !yre, 
1 Soth my ever waking numbers, 
Bright Apollo lend thy choir. 
4 V. 
« | Pluto, king of terrors, 
pk Arm'd in ada mantine chains, 
J Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors 
VWat'ring ſoft Elyſian plains, 
3 VI 


Jlouraful cypreſs, verdant willow, 
There Gilding my Aurclia's brows, 
| 1 Mor 


Morpheus how ring o'er my pillow.l. 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 


Melancholy, ſmooth meander 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 5 
With thy flow'ry chalets crown'd : 
"9 | VIII. 
Thus when Philomela. drooping, 
_ Softly ſeeks her ſilent mate; 
See the birds of Juno ſtooping : 
Melody reſigns to fate. 


The Sailor's Rant. 


H O W pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
| Who roams o'er the watery main! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, | 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; 
And would not commit a bad action, 
For power or profit in view. 
| 8 CHORUS. 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toy? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thorow the world, brave boy. 
II. 
The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife, 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright ; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why ſhould, &c. | 
| . 4 
The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, | BE 


„ 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, that to politicks are ſtrangers 

bh ſcape the ſnares laid for the great, 
he various bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try; 
mortal than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we * 
Ihen why Kc. 


1 7 he free Maſon 5 org, 


OME let us 3 
We brothers that are 
"Aſſembled, on merry occaſion: 
Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 

Our wine has a ſpring; | 
be s a health to an accepted maſon, 
1 II. | 
The world is in pain | 

3 Our ſecret to gain, 


T They ne'er can divine 

= The word, or the fign, 

pf a free and an accepted maſon, 
4 . 
is this and tis that, 
They cannot tell what, 


Should aprons put on, 

To make themſelves one 

With a free and an accepted maſon. 
| IV. 

= Great e dukes and lords, 

9 Have laid by their ſwords, 

Our myſtry to put a good grace on, 

3 And ne' er been aſham' d 

Io here themſelves nam'd. 

With a free and an accepted maſon 

5 V. 

Still firm to our truſt, 

In friendſhip were juſt, 


And ſtill let them wonder and gaze on: 


Why ſo many great men of the nation 


Our 


ꝗ—s2Vz—y— — 2 Ik..ʒ ʒ 


| Our tes we guide by our reaſon : : 


The ſprings of impiety and treaſon : 


656 9 


By obſerving this rule, 
The paſſions move cool 
Of a free and an accepted maſon. 
VI, 
All ile debate, 
About church or the Rats: 


Theſe raiſers of ſtrife 
Ne'cr rule the life. 
Of a free and an accepted maſon, 
IN | 
Antiquity's pride 
We have on our fide, | 
Which adds high renown to our ſtation + 
There's nought but what's good 
To be underſtood | 
By a free and an accepted maſon. 
VIII 
The clergy embrace, 
And all Aaron's race, | 
Our ſquare actions their knowledge ts Place on: 1 Inte 


And in each, degree He ori 
They'll honoured be 85 Ane 
With a free and an accepted maſon. Reper 
| IX Y It 
We're true and fincere | We're 
In our love to tiie fair, 1 Sic 
Who u ill truſt us on every occaſion: 2 1 
No mortal can more Now 
The ladies adore 4 W 
Than a free and an accepted maſon. The! 
X. W 
be — join R in hand, 3 Boots 
Teach other firm ſtand, | 1 TI 
Let's be merry and put a good face on: 1 We : 
What mortal can boaſt. 4 V 
So noble a toaſt 4 


As a free and an accepted maſon? 


3 Ä 
„ 

1 

: A #5 
. 
1 


cn) 


The Funblers Rant, 
J. 
OM E carles a” of i ha', . 
And I will tell you of our fate, 
1 4 nce we have married wives that's braw, 
1 And canna pleaſe them when tis late: 
& pint we'll take, our hearts to chear ; 


Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 
The auldeſt bairn we hae's our ſell. 
ME © 
Ebrit's ning of weans we are redd off, 
The pariſh prieſt 'tis he can tell, 
e aw him nought but a gray groat, 
10 The off? ring for the houſe we well. 
Our bairns's tocher is a paid, 
We're maſters of the gear our ſel}; 
1 et either well or wae betide, 
Here's a health toa? the wive's that's yell 


I III. 


P. nibour's auld ſon and the laſs, 
A Into the barn amang the ſtrae, 
e grips her in the dark begueſs, 
And after that comes meikle wae. 
Repentance ay comes afterhin', 
It coſt the carle baith corn and hay: 2 


1 
ON 
38 ) 
Lf 


| 4 ere quat of that with little din, 


Sic croſſes haunt ne'cr you nor I. 
IV. 


| 4 3 


Now merry, merry may we be, 


When we think on our nibour Robie, 
he way the carle doe's we lee, 


4 7 


Wi' his auld fon and daughter Maggy © 
Boots he maun hae, piſtols, why not; 


The huſſy maun hae corkit ſhoon : = 
We are no ſae; gar fill the pot, 


bj 
BY. 


3 Vel drink to a the hours at een 


| What faults we have, our wives can tell: 


Here's 


9 
| v. 


Here's a health to John Mackay we'll drink, 4 ut 11 


a ail 


To Hughie, Andrew, Rob and Tam; 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wink, 
It is o'er ſoon for us to gang. 

Foul fa the cock, he'as ſpilt the play. 

And I do trow he's but a fool, 

We'll fit a while, *tis lang to day, 

For a' the cocks they rave at Yool, 
| | VI. 

Since we have met, we'll merry be, 


The foremaſt hame ſhall bear the mell; 


* 


I'll ſet me down, leſt I be fee, 
For fear that I ſhou'd bear*t my (ell, 
And 1, quoth Rob, and down fat he, 
I be gear ſhall never me ont-ride, 
But we'll take a ſowp of the barley-bree, 
And drink unto our yell ſire- fide. 


If er I do well, tis a wonder, 


| W HEN I was a young lad, 
| My fortune was bad; 
If &er I do well, 'tis a wonder: 
I ſpent all my means 
On wheres, bawds and queans : 
Then I got a commiſſion to plunder. 
Fall all derall,, &c. | 
3 | II. 
The hat J have on 
So greaſy is grown, 
Remarkable tis for its ſhinning: 
Tis ſtitch'd all about 
Without button or loop, 
And never a bit of a lining. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 
| | | IIT. 
The coat I have on, 
So thread-bare is worn, 
So out at the armpits and elbows, 


all all d 


has 


My ſhirt 
ö 0 th beh 
he colour 
Fris ſo 
bat it 
To preſen 


5 1 y blu 
1 wore 
ess 
1 Ty Poe 
I'm the 
there's 
Fall all 
have 
But th 


** 


I'm oblig 


hat I look as abſurd 


59 ) 
a ſailor on board, | EG 
That has ly'n fifteen months in i the bilbos, 
4 Lal! all de ral, Ke. | 
4 My ſhirt it is tore 
Both behind and before, 
1 y colour is much like a cinder ; 
Iris ſo thine and ſo fine, 
That it is my deſign | 
T 3 it to the muſes for tinder 
Pall all de rall, &e, 
I : TY. 
My blue faſtain breeches 
Y I; wore to the ſtitches, 
Tig you may ſee what's between them; 5: 
Ay ; pockets all four, 

J 'm the ſon of a whore, 

mere's ever one far thing within them. | 
4 al all de rall, e. 
1 Vi. 
A I have ſtockings, tis true, 
But the devil a ſhoe, | 
I'm oblig'd to wear boots in all weather; 
Be 3 the boot-ſole, 
3 urſe on the ſpur-roll, 
9 nfounded be the upper- leather. 

'S "all all de rail, e. 


by 3% 7 VI. 
? F ad ye then but ſeen 


Be, = 


he fad plight I was in, 52 
we'd not ſeen ſuch a poet amongſt twenty ; ; | 
have nothing that's full, 

5 ot my ſkirt and my ſcull, 
; r my pocket and belly were rere 
Fal all de rall &c. 


The Fact Earl! of Munzar, 


Th J E highlands and ye lawlands, 


Oh! where have you been? 


They 


60 
They his lain the Earl of Murray, 
And they lay'd him on the green! 
| They have, &c. | 


cor 
Fat n 
e'd 1. 


Ping 


a II. f 
Now wae be to thee, Huntly, | 
And wherefore did you the? © 

I bade you bring him wi” you, 


But forbade you him to ſlay. hut 

J bade, &c. | | bat ſſ 
|» Mc ſho 

He was a braw 8 | | FT viſh 
And he rid at the ring; . 1 

And the bonny Earl of Murray. = 

Oh! he might have been a bing. A was f 
And the, &c. | | Where; 

18 IV. er eye 
He was a braw gallant, _ 8 Fbat ſh 
And he play d at the ba“; | 0 


And the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them 20 
And the, &c. 


V. 
He was a braw gallant, | 
And he play'd at the glove; 
And the bonny Earl of Mui ray, 
Oh! he was the queen's love, 
And the, &c. 
; VI. 
Oh! lang will his lady 
Look o?er the caſtle down, 
E'er ſhe ſee the Earl of Murray, 
Come ſounding thro? the town, 
Eer ſhe, Kc. 


x* The Cobler. 


Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall, 2 
Which ferv'd Ia for parlour for kitchen & bal 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, : 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate, 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, 


7 or ) 


4 Contented he wor rk d, & he thought himſclfhappy 
Fat night he cou'd purchaſe a cup of brown nappy ; 
Bed laugh then and whiſtle, and ſing too moſt ſweet 

. ying juſt to a hair Pve made both ends meet. | 


Derry down, &e. 


i III. 
Baut love the diſturber of high and of low. 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
"He ſhot the poor cobler quite thro? the heart, 
I viſhit had hit ſome more ignoble part, 
| Derry down, © OE ST Op. 
IV. 


A was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone fo bright when ſhe roſe every day, 
- Fhat ſhe ſhot the poor cobler ſtraight over the way, 
Derry down, &c, 5 
1 . 
He ſung her love- Gags as he ſat at his work, 
Wit ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: | 
When ever he ſpoke,ſhe wou'd flounce, & wou'd tear, 
"Which put the poor cobler quite into o deſpair, | 
Derry down, Me 5c 
4 oh, 
f 1 e took up his aw], that he had in the world, 
Ind to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd, 
: pierc'd thro? his body inſtead of the ſole: 
$ d the cobler he dy'd, and the bell i it did toll. 


Derry down, &c. 
SusAN's Complaint Py Remedy. 


ES | 
S down in the meadows I chanced to paſs, 
a Oh! there I beheld a young beautiful laſs, 

Mer age, I am ſure, it was ſcarcely fifteen, 
I, And ſhe on her head wore a garland of green: 
1 & hall; | | r lips were like rubies; and as for her eyes 

They ſparked like diamonds, or ſtars in the ſkies, 
£ : F | _ 


CY 


And as for her voice it was charming and clear, © 1 


And ſhe ſung a ſong for the ny of her dear. 
. 


Why does my love Willy prove falſe and unk | 
Ah why does he change like the wavering vin! f 


From one that is loyal in ev'ry degree? 
Ah! why does he change to another from me 
Or does he take pleaſure to torture me ſo? 
Or does he delight in my fad overthrow ? 
Suſannah will always prove true to her truſt, 
*Tis pity lov'd Willy ou prove fo unjuſt, 
I 


In the meadows as we were a making of o : 


There did we pals the ſoft minutes away; 
Then was I kiſs'd, and ſet down on his knee, 
No manin the world was ſo loving as he. | 
And as he went forth to harrow and plow, 
I milkꝰd him ſweet fillabubs under my cow: 
O then I was kiſs'd as I fat on his knee! 
No man in the world was fo loving as he. 
IV. 


Employs all his wiſhes his thoughts and his care : 
He kiſſes her lips as ſhe fits on his knee, 


And ſays all the ſweet things he once faid to me: 4 


But if ſhe believe him, the falſe hearted-ſwain 


For nought is more certain, believe lilly Sue, 
Wha once has been faithleſs can never be true, 


V. 4 

She finiſh'd her ſong, and 'roſe up to be gone, 

When over the meadow came jolly young John, 4 

5 hear 
And if ſhe'd conſent he wou'd make her his wife: 


Who told her that ſhe was the joy of his life, 


She cou'd not refuſe him, ſo to church thy went;? 
Young Willy's forgot, and young Suſan's content. | 
Moſt men are like Willy, moſt women like Sue; 


Lud | 
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Ref. 


9 a ill lu. 


4 Imp 
er CO! 


And 


Whe 


4 d droo 


Her! 


Luc. 


Take 


| : fveng 
But now 1 bas left me and Fanny the fair } | 


Ye pe 


Three t 
A bel 


; And ſhr 
Will leave her, and then ſhe with me may dl L 


The 


Too wel 


The 
Ind thu: 
The 1 


* Wh 
J ſee a 
* Whi 


4 $6 a f: 
It men will be falle. why ſhou'd women be true? 
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Was I 
« Was 


85 3 LUCY and COLIN. 
nd unkin! e 


ring win þ 


5 
F Leiſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 


Mm me j b Bright Lucy was the grace 
ſo? Per eber did Liffy's limped ſtream 
v ! Reflect ſo ſweet a face: 
aſt, 4 Fil lackleſs love and pining care 
uſt, Impair'd her roſy hue, 
1 er coral lips and damaſk cheeks, 
of hay And eyes of glotly blue. 
II. 

Knes, b have you ſeen a lilly =" 
. When beating rains deſcend? 
, 4 ; ee the ſlow- conſuming maid, 
ow: Her life was near an end. 

. Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 
e. " Take heed, ye eaſy fair, 
Pf vengeance due to broken vows, 
1e fair J Ye perjur'd ſwains, beware. 
ts care: III. 


Three times, all in the dead pf night, 
to me: A bell was heard to ring; 


Wain 3 Kind ſhreeking at her window chrice,. 
complai'W The raven flap'd his wing: 
1c, Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
e true. The ſolemn bodding ſonnd, 
Ind thus in dying words belpoke, 
e gone, T he virgins weeping round: 
John, IV. 1 
life, L hear a voice you cannot ö 


is wife: 


* Which ſays, I muſt not ay; 


1y wem I ſee a hand you cannot fee} 
content. 'F * Which beckons me away, 

Sue; 1 By a falſe heart and broken yows, 
e true? © In early youth I die; 


Was I to blame, Leal his bells” 
Was thrice as rich as 12 


Luc F 
Z F 3 


( 64 ry 


Ah Colin! give not t her 5 vous, 
© Vows Jos to me alone ; 

Nor thou, fond maid, rechive his kiſs, 
Nor think him all thy own. 

To morrow in the church to wed, 
+ Impaticnt both prepare: 

But know, fond maid, and know falſe man, 


That Lucy will be there. C 
VI. u her 
Then bear my coarſe, my comrades, bear, 7 Softel 
© This bridegroom bly th to mcet; I eaſing 
e in his wedding- trim ſo gay, t thei 
I in my winding-lhect. 
She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd : ber coarſe was born, In the 
The bridegroom blyth to meet ; (Nat 


Neauteo 
Fom 
Fgephyrs 
And inc 


He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
She in her winding-ſheet. 
VII. 
Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts?! 
How were theſe nuptials kept 
The brides men flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. | 
Confuſion, thame, remorſe, defpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell; 
The damps of death bedew'd h:i#brow, 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fl. 
VHIg 
From the vain bride (ah bride no more m 
The varying crimſon fed. 
When ftretch'd before her rival's coarſe, 
She faw her huſband dead. 
Then to his Lucy's new made gr@e, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 
One mald with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever now remains. 
IX. 
Oft at his grave, the conſtant hind, 
And plighted maids are ſeen ; 
With garlands gay and true love knots 
They deck the ſacred green. 


4 . 
1 ſwain foreſworn, whoe'er thou art. 
his hallow'd ſpot forbear; _ 
'Y member Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him here. 


Gently touch, — 
I. 


Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 
Bll her ſoul with fond defire, 
7 Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt. 
Neaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Vet them all propitious prove. 


Qn the moffy bank ſhe lyes, 
Nature's verdant velvet-bed) 
Jeauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head. 
| Tephyrs waft their odours round, 
Ez Ind indulging whiſpers ſound. 


IMIT ATED. 
OE 


E N- T LY touch the the lyre, 


EN TL Y ſtir and blow the fire; 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt : 2 


Pet me, quick, tis my deſire, 
In the dreeping-pan a toaſt, 
That my hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the meat I love. 


I IL. 
n the dreſſer ſee it lyes: 
Oh the charming white and red! 
Finer meat neꝰer met my eyes, 
On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 
Swiftly make the jack go round, 
3 Let me have it nicely brown'd. 
3 e 
J Jon the table ſpread the cloth, 
Let che knives be ſharp and clean; 
But * 


66 
| Pickles get of every ſort, 
And a fallad crifp and green: 
Then with ſmall beer and ſpark ling wine, 
Oye OT how Iſhall dine. » 


On Maſonry. 


J. 
„v Maſon's art, the aſpiring dome 
In various columns ſhall ariſe; 
All climates are their native home, 

Their godlike actions reach the ſkies, 
Heroes and Kings revere their name, 
And Poets ſing their deathleſs fame. 

. 
Great, gen'rous, noble, wiſe and brave, 
Are titles they molt juſtly claim; 
Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 

Which babes unborn ſhall loud proclaim; 

Time ſhall their glorious acts inroll, 


Whilſt love and friendſhip charm the ſoul, 


The Tofer's Petition, 
Grant me, kind Bacchus, 
The god of the vine, 
Not a pipe nor a tun, "I 
But an ocean of wine, 
With a ſhip that's well man'd 
With ſuch rare-hearted fellows, 
Who ne'er left the tavern 
For a porterly ale-houſe. 


| II. 
Let the ſhip ſpring a leak, 
To let in the tipple, 
Without pump or long- boat, 
To ſave ſhip or people: 
So that each jolly lad 
May always be bound, 
Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink, or be drown'd, 


I | 
MAAS. 


ne, 


When 


( 6 ) 
III. 


en death does prevail, f 


Wt is my deſign 

be nobly intomb'd 
In a wave of good wine: 
chat living or dead, 
Both body and ſpirit, 


y float round the world. 


In an ocean of claret. 


Bonny Barbara Alan. 
8 I, 
2 r was in and about the Martinmas time, 


When the green leaves were a falling, 
hat Sir-John Graeme in the welt country 


rell in love with Barbara Allan. 


F. 
Je ſent his man down through the town, 
Lo the place where ſhe was dwelling, 
2D haſte and come to my maiter dear, 


| 4 Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 


| 111. 
D hooly, hooly roſe ſhe up, 
To the place where he was lying, 7 
Ind when ſhe drew the curtain by, 
'# Young man, I think you're dying. 
P its I'm lick, and very very ſick, 
q And tis a' for Barbara Allan. 
DP the better for me ye's never be, 
| Tho? your heart's blood were a ſpilling, 
| V. 
4 0 dinna ye mind, young man, faid ſhe, 
When ye was in the tavern a drinking, 


And ſlighted Barbara Allan. 

- VI, 
e turn'd his face unto the wall, 
And death was with him dealing; 


4 That ye made the healths gae round and FURY 


0 68) 
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. 
8 5 „ 
And wks ſlowly raiſe ſhe up, 
And ſlowly, flowly left him; | 
And fighing, ſaid, ſhe cou'd not ſtay. 
Since death of life hath reft him. 
„ ee, 
she had not gane a mile but twa, 
When ſhe heard the dead- bell ringing, 
And every jow that the dead bell geid, 
It cry'd, Woe to Barbara Allan. 
| IX. 
O mother, mother, make my bed, 
O make it ſaft and narrow. 
Since my love died for me to day, 


1 * for him to morrow. 


 Bellopelling 


A* you chat would wo your blood 


As pure as fam'd Lewelling, 
By water clear, come every year 
And drink at Bellaſpelling. 
Thoꝰ pox or itch your ſkin enrich 
With rubies paſt the telling, 


| Twill clear your ſkin, ere you have been 


A month at Bellaſpelling. 
1 
Thoꝰ ladies checks be green as leeks 


When they come from their dwelling, 


The kindling roſe within them blows 
While ſhe's at Bellaſpelling. 
 Fhe ſutty brown juſt come from town, 
Grows here as freſh as Helen : _ 
Then back ſhe goes to kill the beaus 
Dy dint of Bellaſpelling. 
III. 
Our ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Roſs or bright Dunkelling, 


69 ) 
J Mars might make a fair miſtake, 
Were he at Bellaſpelling. 
Wc mult ſubmit as they think fit, 
And there is no rebelling ; 
ne reaſon's plain, our ladies reign 
Our queens at E 
an moans v. . 
matchleſs charms and conquering arms, 
hey have the way of quelling 
ſich deſperate foes, as dare oppoſe 
Their power at Bellaſpelling. 
Gold water turns to fire and burns, 
I know't becauſe I fell n 
he happy ſtream where a fair dame 
Did bathe at Bellaſpelling. 
; 1 Ine beaus advance, equipt for dance, | 
And bring their Anne and Nell in 
ith ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 
Can vie with Bellaſpelling. | 
Jo politicks, or ſubtile tricks, 
Do man his country ſelling; 
We cat and drink, and never think, 
like rogues at Bellaſpelling. 
3 „%%% - © 
The pain'd in mind, the puff'd with wind, 
hey all come here pell-mell in, 
And they are fare to find a cure 
EX By drinking Bellaſpelling. 
Tho' dropſy fill you to the gill, 
From chin to toe high fwelling, 
4 our in, pour out, you need not doubt 
A cure at Bellaſpelling. 
8 | VII. 
Peath throws no darts in theſe good parts, 
No ſextons here are kn lling: 
Tome judge and try, you'll never die 
Wbile you're at Bellaſpelling; 
Except you feel darts tip'd wit h ſtcel, 
Which here are every belle in, 
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„„ 
When from their eyes ſweet ruin flys, 
You die at Bellaſpelling. 
5 VIII. 
Good cheer, good air, much joy, no care, 
Jour fight, your taſte and ſmelling, | 
Your ears, your touch, tranſported much 
Each day at Bellaſpelling. 
Within this bound we all fleep ſound, 
No noiſy dogs are yelling, 
Except you wake for Celia's ſake 
All night at Bellaſpelling.* 
Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
Do lady keeps her cell in, 
But all partake the mirth we make, 
Who live at Bellaſpelling. 
My rhime is gone, I think I've done, 
Unleſs I ſhou'd bring hell in; 
But ſince we're here to heav'n fo near, 


I cart at Eellaſpelling. 
0 my heavy heart! 
Tune of, The Broom of Cowdenknows, 
1 | 


O My heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells as't wou'd burſt in twain ! 
No tongue can e' r deſcribe its ſmart ; 
Nor I conceal its pain. | 
| | 11. | 
Blow on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains, 
To ſooth my tender grief: | 
Your ſolemn muſick lulls my pain, 
And yields me ſhort relief. 
O my heart, Kc. - 
In ſome lone corner would 1 ſit, 
| Retired from human kind 
Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor fi parkling wit, 


Can eaſe my anxious mind. 
Omy heart, &c. | 
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orm. 
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: 0 my he 


The god 
Who 
learn 
Who 
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The {tr 
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If ne 
my he. 


1 

L be ſun which makes all nature gay, 5 
| JF orments my weary eyes, 

| "i in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 


# Where echoe fleeping lyes. 

Z heart, &C. ES: A 
| L he ſparking ſtars which 55 ſhine, LR» pa 
And glittering deck the night, Es | | 1 
Arc all ſuch cruel foes of mine, | — 
I ſicken at their fight. | | [ 
90 ny heart, &c. . 5 if 

F VI. ww 
The gods themſelves their creatures ha A | 9 
Who do their aid implore; 
learn of them, and bleſs the nymph 


Who only you adore. 
3 [ my heart, RCs 8 
1 VII. 
The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 
The oreateſt bliſs we know, 
__ Wriſes from ſucceſsful love, 
WS. If not the greateſt woe. 
| 9 my heart, &c. 


Kind RokIx lo'es me. 


ROBIN. 
HIL ST I alone your ſoul poſſeſt, 
And none more lov'd your boſom preſl, 
e gods, what king like me was bleſt, 
When kind Jeany lo'ed me! 
Hey ho Jeany, quoth he, 
Kind Robin lo'es thee. 
| | _JEANY. 
| Whilſt you ador'd no other fair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ſhare, 
What queen with Jeany cou'd compare, 
f When kind Robin lo cd me 


1 Hey 50 Robin, &c. 
5 ROBIN. 
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Katy now commands my heart, 
Kate who ſings with ſo much art, 


Whoſe life to ſave with mine I'd part ; 


For kind Katy lo'es me. 
Hey io Jeany, GW. 
. „ - 
Paty now delights mine eyes, 
He with equal ardour dies, 
Whoſe life to ſave Id periſh twice: 
| For kind Paty lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, &c. | 
| ROBIN. 


What if I Kate for thee diſdain, R 


And former love return again, 
To link us in the ſtrongeſt chain ; 
| For kind Robin lo'es me. 
Hey ho Jeany, GW. 
JEANY. 

Tho! Paty's kind as kind can be, 
And thou more ſtor my than the ſea, 
I'd chuſe to live and die with thee, 
If kind Robin lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, Cc. 5 


Watty and Madge. 


An imitation of William and Margaret, 
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1 WAs at the ſhining mid-day hour, 
| When all began to gaunt, | 
That hunger rugg'd at W atty's breaſt, 
And the poor lad grow faint. 
| | | 11. 
His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung, 
And horn hard was his tawny hand 
That held his hazel-rung, 


| 111. | 
So wad the ſafteſt face appear Of? 


hinkt! 
When 
ye k 


Now le 


0 cou 


3 

f the maiſt dreſſy [park, 

ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 

ere they kept cloſe at wark. 

9 ä 

His head was like a heathery buſh 

neath his bonnet blew, 

his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug, 
AY lis bairdy briſtl es grew. 

13 like a gnav ing worm, 

| 1 pade *rumbling through his Kyte, 

And nothing now but ſolid gear 

4 Fou give his heart delyte. 


N 1 4 
Heto the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
To his lov'd Madge he ran, 
wk down into the chimney-nook 
Mith viſage ſowr and wan. a 
„„ ö 
Ge up, he cryes, my criſhy love, 15 
Support my ſinking ſaul jj 
Wah ſomething that is fit to chew, in 
ge't either het or caul. 9 
4 0 # 
Mis is 8 how and hungry hour, 9 
When the beſt cures for grief [3 
Ir Cogue-fous of the lythy kail, | 5 
garet, And a good junt of beef. 1 
4 "I. 
| Watty, Watty, Madge replyes, : 


J but o'er juſtly trow'd 

Mur love was thowleſs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding woo'd. * 
7 X. 

Ahink thee, Watty, on that night, 
When all were faſt aſleep, | 

w ye kiſs'd me frae cheek to cheek, 
Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 

XI. 

W cou'd ye ca' my hurdies fat, 
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And comfort of your ſight? 


How eou'd ye rooſe my dimpled hand, 


Now all my dimples light ?- 
0 XII. 
Why did you promiſe me a ſnood, 
To bind my locks ſae brown? 
Why did you me fine garters heght, 
Yet let my hoſe fa' down? 
% a WS 
O faithleſs Watty, think how aft 
1 ment your ſarks and hoſe ! 


HB | ſaid he 
_ *Utheght 
were 


egbt, 


now 
ne dow 


hen 


For you how mony bannocks ſtown, Fe had 
How mony cogues of broſe. 9 Eauſc I 
SY: + She rais'd 
But hark! ——the kail-bell rings, and I Pat wer 
Maun gae link aff the pot; eis d, 
Come fee, ye haſh, how ſair I ſweat, 4 
To ſtegh | your guts, ye ſot. N "2 "he da 
e The wite 
The grace was ſaid, the maſter ſerv'd, hr malt 
Fat Madge return'd again, _ [ he v 
Blyth Watty raiſe and rax'd himſell, main 
And fidg'd he was ſae fain. .. 
1 XVI. | His K 
He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, | = G, wh 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, | Peit [ 
And part his gooly through the bag 4 d wer 
Leet out its fat heart's blood. C beit J. 
. XVII. — 1 4 
And thrice he cry'd, Come eat, dear Madge, 3 They 
Of this delicious fare; © Per dril 
Syne claw'dit aff moſt cleverly, | For pic! 
Till he could eat nae mair. : Ad wet 
| % Mor pici 


Were not my heart light, Iuad die. His t 
Mie ſpy 

T, . | 4 1d th 

"T\Here was anes a May, and ſhe loo'd na mWlicve' 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon 8 ud the 


1 

now ſhe crys dool! and a well-a-day! 

e down the green gate, and come here away. 
no ſve crys deol ! &c. 
When bonny young Johny came ofer the ſea 
aid he faw naithing ſae lovely as me; 
neght me baith rings and mony braw things; ; 
Al were na my heart light, I wad dic. 
41 eght, &c. | 


LE End > EI = EE 
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3 III. 
3 e had a wee titty that loo'd na me, 
auſe I was twice as bony as ſhe ; 
+Me rais'd fic a pother 'twixt him and his mother, 
x Nat were na my heart a I wad die. 
_ . BF raid, KC. 
= 1 IV. | 
4 he day it was ſet, and the bridal to * | 
The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die ; 
he main'd and ſhe grain'd out of dolour ind pain, 
Bil he vow'd he never wad ſee me again. 
WM man'd, &c. 1 
A V. 
1 His kin was for ane of a Licker degree, 
ad, what had he to do with the like of me? 
delt I was bonny I was na for Johny; 


* 5 
ROS 
ONION 


1 bd were na my heart light, I wad die. 
eit Twas, &c. ; 
| 4 V IC 


"doe; They aid, I had neither cow nor caff, 
r dribles of drink rins thro w the draff, 
r pickles of meal rins throw the mill eye; 
Id were na my heart light I wad die. 
"Mor pickles of, &c. 

F VII, 

His titty ſhe was baith wylie and flee, 

eſpy'd me as I came o'er the lee; 

id then ſhe ran in and made a loud din 


I na . lieve your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
a yon g ol ud then ſhe, &c. 


die. 


G 2 4 His 
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Put now he, &. 


VVV 
„ | — 
His bonnet ſtood ay fou round on his brow, 1 0 
His auld ane looks ay as well as ſome's new : 9 
Eut now he lets't wear ony gate it will hing, 
And caſt himſell dowie upon the corn- bing. oj 


3 | 3 

And now he gaes drooping : about the dykes, | 9 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tyxess 
. The live-lang night he no er ſteeks nis eye, 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Tye live-lang, . 

x 

Wan I young for thee, as I hae been, 1 
We ſhou'd hae been gallopping down on yo i 
And linking i it on the lilly-white lee; 1 
And wow gin I were but young for thee, 
And — Ke. | 


W hatev 
| I Y Forbe 


| The Scullicn's nun. 
* | 
Y the ble of ; a oreat Naked fire, 


A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 4 Tis! 

A pudding was all his defire;” 3 0 its 
A kettle ſupported his head. 9 Tis 
The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 1 4 
To lis ſigh with a grunt did reply; Y while 
And the guttur that car'd not a louſe. 1 In ye 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 8 ſerv 
| II. \ | Com 


But when it was ſet in adiſh, 
Thus fadly complaining he cry'd, 
My mouth it does water, and with, 
1 think it had better been fry'd ; 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
T was as great as a prince in his chair: 
Oh! might ] but eat it, he ſaid, 
The proof of the pudding lies there. 


"em )- 


III. 


$ brow, fool was J to believe | 
$ new It was made for ſo homely a clown, 
__ chat it would have a reprieve | 
Ing. i From the dainty fine folks of the town. 
ad I think that a pudding ſo fine 
| 1 © ould ever uneaten remove: 
FER labour that others may dine, 
es: ud live in a kitchen on love. 
ee. © | = '. 
Mat tho? at the fire I have wrought 
5 here puddings we boil and we fry, 
o” part of it hither be brought, 
1, And none of it ever ſet by. 
n yon gr „Colin! thou muſt not be firſt, 


rhy knife and thy trencher reſign; 
* Peres Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her turn is ſooner than mine. 

| V's | 
d you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
eee I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail, 
o' I ſhou'd through all the rooms rove, 
is in vain from my fortune to go; 
Mis its fate to be often above, 
is mine ſtill to want it below. 
5 VI. 
while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In your breaſts any pity be found, 
e ſervants that carlieſt dine, 
Come ſee how I ly on the ground: 
hen hang up a pan and a pot, 
And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell; 
nd ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Colin lov'd pudding tov well. 
VII. 
en beck to your meat you may go, 


here ſauce in the middle does flow, 


Hon G 3 


Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 


And 
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T0 beauty ſo blooming what man can be blind! * | 
Io paſſion fo tender what monſter unkind ! 


il bring you another to give you relief. 


©, 78 | 
And flowers are ſtrew'd round the brim : 
Whilſt Colin, forgotten and gone, 
By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 
He thinks: on a pndding above. 


2 N O linne 
ne mu 
V Foc © 
| x jeeter t 
1 fFueet, 


Great jamentation for the 50 of 7 1 


lieu F 
SE NISINO. m ſta 
tot! 


A*® muſing I rang'd | in a OED es alone, ; ee 


A beautiful creature was making her moan; 2 

Oh! the tears they did trickle full faſt from her eve] 

She pierc'd both the air and my heart with her er cl : 

0h ! the tears, &c. 9 

II. 

I gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan, 
She told me her ſweet Seniſion was flown ; 
And in that fad poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 


Unleſs the dear charmer wou'd come back again. 
And in, &c. 
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III. 
Why, who i is this mortal fo cruel, fad : 
"That draws ſuch a ſtream from ſo lovely an eve! . 


To beauty, &c. 


IV. | | Þ or Y 
Is neither for man, nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, WF © © 
That thus in lamenting, T water the lee, gen 


My warbler celeſtial, ſweet darling of fame, 
Is a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name. 
My warbler celeſtial, &c. 1 
V. , . N 2 & MM 
Perhaps, tis ſome linnet, ſome black-bird, ſaid 19 
Perhaps tis your lark that has ſoar'd to the (ſky; 3 
Come dry up your tears, and abandon your = 


Come dry, KC. 


5 


2 * linnet, no black 1 no ſky-lark, ſaid ſhe, 

t ne much more tuneful by far than all three ; 

.= Seniſino, for whom I now cry, 

7 eeter than all the wing'd * ant fly. 

| 10 ſweet, &c. 1 

0 wen I | 1 VII. | | 

1 lieu Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 

bm ſtars and whom garters extol to the ſkies; 5 
N Ay to the opera, adieu to the ball, | 
darling i is gone, and a fig for them all. 


re, "0 
er moan, 4 1, &c. 

m her eye 

h her cri Sweet WILIA 8 cue. 


= A 
oan, 1 PEER came a ghoſt to Marg'ret's door, 
4 With many a grievous groan, 
ay he tirled at the pin, | 
ut anſwer made ſhe none. 
1 | | 


q again. 


Wat my father Philip? 
T, Z Pr is't my brother John? 
an cel Not my true love Willy 
blind! F. 10 Scotland n new come home? 
1! x | III. 
7 s not thy father Philip, 
Nor yet thy brother John; 


ſaid ſhe, But 'tis thy true love Willy Fe 
_ From Scotland new come home. 
©, 3 IV. 


me. ſweet Marg ret! O dear Marg” ret! 
pray thee ſpeak to me, 
Me me my faith and troth, Marg'ret, 
d, ſaid ] s I gave it to thee, _ 
Cc EV 4 V, 
r gric cd ay faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will 1 thee lend, 
that thou come within my bower, 
And Kiſs my cheek and chin. 
No} If 
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| VI. 
If I ſhow'd come within thy _] 
I am no earthly man; 


And ſhou'd I kiſs thy roſy lips, 
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d more 


i | Thy Guys will not be lang. | But, V 
0 ö VII. y Faniſn' 
| | O ſweet Marg ret | & c. as 4th Stanza. And le 
i VIIT. 1 F 
WM : Thy faith and troth thou's never "RD 4 day. 

Il Nor yet will 1 thee lend, . Thee 

Till you take me to yon kirk-yard, 14 an gr 
And wed me with a ring. | 4 $tret 
> IE 4 
My bones are buried in yon kirk- Jae 
Afar beyond the ſea; 


And it is but my ſpirit, Marg'ret, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 
X. 


She Mech out her lilly white hand, 


And for to do her beſt, I 
Hae there's your faith and troth Willy, & The 
God ſend your foul roy reſt. 8 Clow 
ha 
Now ſhe has kilted her oe of geen "2 
A piece below her knee, | Tho! hi 
And a' the live- lang winter night The 
The dead corp followed ſne. palm 
XII. ode 
Is there any room at your head, Willy? hat! 
Or any room at your feet? He. 
Or any room at your ſide, Wy; In this 
Wherein that I may creep? h 
„ 2 
There's no room at my head, Marg'ret; Pr ſho 
There's no room at my feet; Int 
There's no room at my ſide, Marg ret, 2 hoſe 
| My coffin's made ſo meet. 125 And 
| HIV: le eat 
Then up and crew the red red cock, And 


And up then crew the gray, 


| "a9 81 | 
Is time 'tis time, my dear Marg ret, | 
hat you were going away. 5 


* more the ghoſt to Marg'ret ſaid, 

hut, with a grievous groan, 

1 | Faniſh'di in a cloud of miſt, 

And left her all alone. 

VI. 

4 152 my only true love, ſtay, 
The conſtant Marg'ret cryd ; 

an grew her cheeks, ſhe clos'd een, 


Nhe her ſoft limbs and dy'd. 


| The King and the Miller. 

= I. 

row happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs! 

3 Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 
r his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 


} 4 
by. 


1 k * 
„ 
, 3 


That tho? he all duſty and whit'ned does go, 

The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau: 

Clown in his dre/s may be honeſter far, 

Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter & Star. 
| II. 


The hands of his Betters are not very clean; 
palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 

hat if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without ſeruple from other mens ſacks ; 

this of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other mens yy. 

2 III. 

Vr ſhou'd he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the Tools of the ſtate, 

hoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, = 

And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill; 

e eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does ly, 

Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing : 

If fo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 


2 Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 


ho his hands are ſodaub'd ,they*re not fit to \be ſeen, 
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| „„ 
W Illy's rare, and Willy's fair, 
And Willy's wondrous bony; 
And Willy heght to marry me, 
Gin e'er he married ony. | 
| II. | 
Yeſtreen I made my bed fu? braid, 
This night I'll make it narrow ; 
For a' the live-lang winter night 
I ly twin'd of my marrow, 
ION: . 
O came you by yon water-ſide, _ 
Pou'd you the roſe or lilly? b 
Or came yon by you meadow green? 
Or ſaw ye my ſweet Willy? 
| IV. 


She fought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him weſt, 


She ſought him braid and narrow; 
Syne in the cleaving of a craig 
She found him drown'd in Yarrow, 


HERO and LE AN DER. 
An old BALLAD. 
| 1. 
EAN D E R on the bay 
| Of Helleſpont all naked ſtood, 
Impatient of delay, | 
le leap'd into the fatal flood: 
The raging ſeas, 
Whom none can pleaſe, 
Gainſt him their malice ſhow, 
| The heavens lowr'd, 
The rain down pour'd, 
And loud the winds did blow. 
2 
Then caſting round his eyes, 


„ V „„ 
Rare Willy droun d in Yarrow. 
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bus of his fate he did complain, 
Nucl rocks and ſkies! _ 

i Fc ſtormy winds, and angry mn! 
= What 'tis to miſs 

2 he lover's bliſs, 

ye do not know; 

3 F Make me your wreck 

5 1 As I come back, 


1 


Buk pare me as I go. 


III. 
Fe ſtands the tower 

1 here my beloved Hero lyes, 

* this the appointed hour | 

Which ſets to watch her longing * 

To his fond ſuit 

The gods were mute; 

> billows anſwer, No: 

Up to the {kies 

The ſurges riſe, 

ſunk the youth as low. 

3 1 | IV. 

Pan while the was wiſhing maid, 

Divided *twixt her care and love, 

s does his ſtay upbraid; 
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8 2 2 


O fate! ſaid ſhe, 
Nor heaven, nor thee, 
ar vows ſhall e'er divide. 
I'd leap this wall, 
: Con'd I but fall 
my Leander's fide. 
4 V. 
length the riſing ſun 
Did to her ſight reveal, too late, 
hat Hero was undone; 
Not by Leander's fault, but fate. 
Said ſhe, III ſhew, 
Tho! we are two, 
ur loves were ever one : 
This proof III give, 


Thu 


No dreads he ſnou'd the paſſage prove: 
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I will not liv, irh. 
Nor ſhall he die alone. beb 
; 15 VI: -- | 5 Amo 2 the 

Down from the wall ſhe leapt _ © 
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Into the raging ſeas to him, 
Courting each wave ſhe met, | 
To teach her weary'd arms to ſwim. 
The ſea-gods wept, 
Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's ſide 
When joined at laſt, 
She praſp'd him faſt, 
Then ſigb'd, embrac'd, and died. 


The Birks of INVERMAY, 


| . | 
| K 3 ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing; 
And while they warble from the ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Leet us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them, improve the hour that flies; 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 
II. 

For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear, 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtripe the verdant ſhade : 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more: 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adicu the birks of Invermay. 

TIT: 

The lavrocks now and lintwhite 2 2 
The rocks around with echoes rin 
The mayis and the black-bird vye, 
In tunefu] Grains, to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits ; 


T7 11 nirth all nature now invites: 

La be blythſome then and gay 
mens the birks of Invermay. 

8 Te. 

2" hold the hills and vales around, 

Wk lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
4 wanton kids and friſking lambs 
bol and dance about their dames; 
Nc bees with humming noiſe, 

Y zl the reptile kind rejoice : 

s, like them, then ſing and play 
ut "the birks of Invernay. 

** V. 

2 Lack, how the waters as they fall, 
ly my love to gladneſs call ; 

Th wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
fies play throughout the ſtreams; 
circling fun does now advance, 
Fall the planets round him dance: 
us as jovial be as they | 

An ug the birks of Invermay. 


ETrick Banks. 
I. 
© N Etrick banks, i in a ſummer” s night. 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 
1 et my laſſy, braw and tight, 
Came wading barefoot, a' her lane: 
heart grew light, I ran, I flang, 
Ny arms about her llly neck, 
In. kiſs'd and clap'd her there fou lang; 
ly words they were na mony feck. 

3 . 
ö aid, My laſſy, will ye go 

o the highland hills, 55 Earſe to learn; ; 
baith gi'e thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Farn, 
Leith auld meal comes in, ne'cr faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law, 
ear up your heart, my bony ſy 
There's gear to win ye never laws . 
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All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts and ſngw beg in; 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 

At night when you ſit down to ſpin, 
III ſerew my pipes and play a ſpring : 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 

. 
Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 

And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 

I' meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my fummer ſhield. 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu? din, 

That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and ling, 

And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


A S O NG. 
N a bank of flowers, 

In a ſummer day, 
Inviting and undreſt, | 
In her bloom of youth, 
Fair Celia lay, 

With love and ſleep oppreſt; 

When a youthful ſwain, 
With admiring eyes, ' 
Wiſh'd that ſhe durſt 
The ſweet maid ſurpriſe; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. | 
Bat fear'd approaching ſpies. 
As he gaz'd, 

A gentle Zypher aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide; 
And the ſleeping nymph 
Did the charms diſcloſe, 
Which waking ſhe would hide. 
Then his breath grew ſhort, 
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And his pulſe beat high, 
Ae long'd to touch _ 
What he chanc'd to ſpy; 


Wh «fo, la, bo, &c. 


Bf durſt not (till draw nigh. 
All amaz'd he ſtood, 
With her beauties fir d, 

A bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, 
And the Gods defir'd _ 
That Celia might be kind? 


He advanc'd amain ; 

But ſhe laugh'd loud 

In a dream, and again, 

4 fa, la, la, &c. 

Mpelb'd the timerous ſwain. 

Yet the amor ous youth, 

Io relieve his ſoft pain, 

Me ſlumbering maid careſsd; 

And with trembling hand 
(O ſimple poor ſwain !) 

r glowing boſom preſs'd: 
When the virgin awak'd, 
And affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing 

He wou'd purſue : 

"With a fa, la, la, &c. 

t Damon miſs'd his cue. 
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2 Now, now repenting, 
That he had ſet her fly, 
* Bimſclf he thus accus d, 

WP hat a dull and a ſtupid 
8 Blochead was I, 


| 4 hat ſuch a chance abug'd ; 
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To my ſhame twill now 
On the plains be ſaid, » 

5 Damon a virgin | 
. Aſleep betray'd, 

ith a fa, la, la, &c. 

nd let her go a maid. Hz 
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When with hopes grown bold, 


A SONG. 


F 


4 
4 ON : 
* D a FR - 1 
7 * — 7 — 0 4 2 5 \ » 82 Þ 
PF cf T , — er ane — — — 
4, = 2 I 2 4 3 - 4 : a + toad $7 4 * 2 2 . * * 2 < . * - _ 1 


* 8 * 2 
eee 


. 


n 


2 
2 


Ea; 
N 


N 
n 


T 
— LS rn 


2 2 5 fp 04 race 
TS 


2 


wo 
* 
1 
3 
N 
I 
114 
52 
1 
2863 
D 
AY 
Ky 
** 
Fo 
% * 
3 
1 
dk 
. 
8 
. 


* 


ER 


n 
= ee 


wad 5 a. 9 


— 1 7 
2 


33 


8 


- 
* 


— . 
** 


1 


* LET 354 


* AS 


6 5 
A SONG. 


IN ſpite of love at length Pe found 
L A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, 
| Her humour free and unconfin d, 

Both night and day ſhe'll eaſe me; 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho? ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind, 
"Chen drink and never ſpare it; 

»Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you, thro” all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, | 
Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 

And uſe her like a lover: 
Such liquor ſhe'll diſtill frm thence, 
As will tranſport your ravifht ſenſe ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


Rut beſt of all! ſhe has no come.” 
BSyubmiſſive ſhe obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And till to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

;Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, _ 
Be fore you uſe her kind, Sir, 

Clap your hand about her waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir; 

As for her bottom never doubt, 


Puſh but home, and you'll find it out, 


Then drink and never ſpare it, 


Tis a bottle of good claret. 
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oh 
Y Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 


N 1 et looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, © 
Ind to my love give freſh alarms. 


let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 

* Tho? ſacred lightning from them flyes; 

' "Shew me that ſoft that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


Five me ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Jove in blifs, 

That I may mix my ſoul with thine, - 1 
Ind make the pleaſure all divine. | , 
P hide! thy boſom's killing white, 

Ihe milky way is not ſo bright) 

Teſt you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs, 

With beauty's pomp, and ſweet exceſs. 

hy draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 

; Pf my kind heart the vital blood? 

Thou art all over endleſs charms ; 

PD ! take me dying to thy arms. 


4 A SONG, 
O U that love mirth, attend to my ſong, 
4 A moment you never can better employ; 
Fauny and Teague were trudging along, 
A bonny Scots lad, and an Iriſh dear- joy; 
They neither before had ſeen a wind- mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name: 
As they were a walking, 
And merrily talking, 
At laſt by meer chance to a wind- mill they came. 
Haha! crys Sawny, what do ye ca' that? 
To tell the right name o't Iam at a loſs. 
NG. reague very readily anſwer'd the Scot. 
Indeed I believe it'ſh ſhaint Patrick's croſs, 
H 3 | Say 


| 0 3 
Says, Sawny, yell find your ſell meikle miſtaken. 
For it is ſaint Andrews croſs I can ſwear; 
For there is his bonnet, * 
And tartans hang on it, 
The plaid and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſhoul joy, thou telleſht all lees, . 
For that I will ſhwear is ſhaint Patrick's coat? R IT: 
1 ſhee't him in Ireland buying the freeze. Gow By th 
And that Lm ſhure iſh the ſhame that he boug WP are, It 
And he is a ſhaint muſh better than ever pos 
Made either the covenantiſh ſholemn or leag 
For o' my ſhalwaſhion, 3 
He was my relaſhion, A 
And had a great kindneſh for honeſht poor Teagi , 
Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 
Lay down my napſhack, and take out my bead : 
And under this holy croſs, fet I will fall, em! 
And ſhay pater noſhter, and ſhome of our creed 
So Teague began with humble devotion, 1 


To kneel down before St. Patrick *: s croſs ; Alas Pc 
The wind fell a blowing, = 
And ſet it a-going, | 1 mie, hc 
And it gave our dear-joy a terrible toſs. 1 N 
Sawny tehee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 1 A Alas p 
Lay ſcratching his ears, and roll on the graſs, 1 
Swearing, it was ſurely the de'ils whirly--gig, Then, n 


And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick's croſs: } Vil obs 
But iſh it indeed, crys he in a paſſion, * 
The croſs of our ſhaint that has croſkt me ſo td Alas | 
Upo' my falwaſhion, 4 

This ſhall be a cawſhion, 
To truſt to St. Patrick's kindneſs no more. 


Sawny to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This patron of yours is a very ſad loun, 
To hit you fic a fair thump on the hide, 
For kneeling before him, and ſeeking a boon : 
Let me adviſe ye to ſerve our St. Andrew, 
He, by my ſaul was a ſpecial gude man; ; 
| For ſince your St. Patrick 


(91 ) 
taken, } 3 Has ſervd ye ſick a trick, | 
DI u ſee him hung up cer I ſerv d bin — 
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rs | A SONG 1 
985 JAMES. 7 | 
coat: RIT HE E, Suſan, what a0 muſe on. A 

| By this doleful ſpring ? b 


x Doug . Þ are, I fear in love, my dear; 3 
1 Mas poor thing * | 

SUSAN. 

Wa, jamie, I muſt blame ye, 

ou look ſo pale and wan; 

- Team Y ar 'twill prove you are in love; 

out, Alas poor man | 

y beads, DER JAMES. 

y. my Suey, now view ye; 
ell | know your ſmart, 
en you're alone you ſigh and groan: 


N Alas poor heart 


By 15. 


r creed 


fs ; 
-_ ©. SUSAN. 
Jamie, hold; I dare be bold 
Io fay, thy heart is ſtole, 
Ind know the ſhe as well as thee ; 
Alas poor ſoul ! 
4 NE James, 
hen, my Sue, tell me who; ; 
I'll give thee beads of pearl, 
Ind caſe thy heart of all this ſmart; 
ie ſo ſor 3 Alas poor girl! | 
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1 SUSAN. 
Jamie, no, if you ſhou'd know, 


Do 


ore. I fear *twoud make you ſad, ul 
d pine away both night and tay; ii 
Alas poor lad ! 0 
Jau ES. 9 
oon: Why then, my Sue, it is for you, z 
That I burn in theſe flames; | 
; und when I die, I know you'll cry, 


Alas poor James ! 
SUSAN, 


( 92 ) 
5 Sus AN. 
Say you . then, Jamie, know. 
I you ſhou'd prove untrue,” 
Then muſt I likewiſe cry, 
Alas poor Sue! 


And we will wed to day: 
I do agree, here tis quoth ſhe, 
Come lets away. 


« 


A s ON G. 


| Fr ſail upon the dog -ſtar, 
And then purſue the morning: 
T'll chaſe the moon till it be noon, 


TH climb the froſty mountain, 
And there Ill coin the weather ; 
PN tear the rainbow from the ſky, 
And ty both ends together: 


And crow d them in my budget; 
And whether m a roaring boy, 
Let Greſham college judge it: 


| While I mount yon blew celum, 
To ſhun the tempting gipſies; 


And 1 ye with echpſes. 


| A 80 N G. 
Y dear miſtreſs has a you: 


When with love's reſiftleſs art, 


But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 


Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 
Melting joys about her move, 


Quoth he, then join thy 3 with mine, 


Fil make her leave her horning. | 


The ſtars plu-k from their orbs too, i 


: Play at foot-ball with ſun and moon, 


Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 


And her eyes ſhe did enllave me; 


That my jealous heart would break, 


ung pl 


| 1 by can dr el 


d her | 
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| he's my 
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heart, 
3 Needs 
A ſhe v 

The ſ 
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Milling pleaſures, wounding bliſſes; 
can dreſs her eyes in love, 
Ind her lips can arm with kiſſes: 
' Adbels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks ; : 
= 3 he's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
my jealous heart wou'd break, 
* Whould we live one day aſunder. 


EA BONG: 

TE virgin powers, defend my heart, 
From amorous looks and ſmiles ; 
Vm ſaucy love, or nicer art, 

3 hich moſt our ſex beguiles. 

m ſighs and vows, and awful fears, 
That do to pity move; | | 
m ſpeaking ſilence, and from tears, 
I hoſe ſprings that water love, 

"Bit if thro? paſſion I grow blind, 

Let honour be my guide; 

Mad when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a guard of pride. | 
heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho pure 
Needs every virtue's aid; | 1 
d ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
he ſooneſt is betray'd. 


* 
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i! « 
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A SONG. 


OL TY mortals, fill your glaſſes; 
Noble deeds are done by wine ; 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces: 

ho d for love or beauty pine? 

"Wok upon this bowl that's flowing. 

And a thouſand charms you'll find, 

Wore than in Chloe when juſt going, 

In the moment to be kind. 

exander hated thinking: 


Drank about at council board; 
6 Mad e 


BM... 
Made friends, and | gain'd the world by drinking, 


More than by his conquering ſword, 


Ls 


; The tippling Philoſo phers. 
Do GENEs furly and proud, 


Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 


Delighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth; 

But growing as poor as a Job, 
Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 

He choſe for his manfion a tub, 


And liv'd by the ſcent of the : caſk. 


Heraclitus ne'er wou'd "Ig 

A bumper, to cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 
| Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 


Tho ſome are ſo toolich to think, 


He wept at men's follies and vice, 


Twas only his cuſtom to drink, 
Jill the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


: Demonritgs always was glad 


To tipple and cheriſh his ſoul; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor d. 
The liguor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were fober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe 11 who carefully gave 


Good laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Croeſus a ſlave 

(Tho! a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls; 

But drinking much talk 1 decline, 
Becauſe twas che cuſtom of fools, 

To prattle much over their wine. 
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Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 


©) 


Did Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 
ho in's cups to the oracle went, 
or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe: 
Lite hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 
Made wine the delight of his life, 
dr Xantippe would never have prov'd / 
duch a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


| Who tutor?d the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 
find, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good 
| To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
e tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 
So fancy'd he died in his claret. 


'ythagoras did ſilence enjoin, 
On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek; 

Becauſe he tippled good wine, | 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 

And when he was whimſical grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 

By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt. 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine n 


And what we aſeribe to his parts, 


Is 
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ls due to the juice of the vine: 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was hig as a watering-trough ; 
He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
\ Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone 
Eu had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſnou'd have had 
| Philoſophers, poets, or kings, 


A S ON G. 


Leſt as th' immortal Gods is he, 
| The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 


as this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 

For while I gaz d in tranſport toſt, 

_ My breath was gone, my voice was loſt, 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile flame 
Ran quick thro” all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs s rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were child 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 
I fainted, funk, and dy'd away. 


A SON G. 


ESI could love, if I could find 
A miſtreſs fitted to my mind, 
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What 1 
Wh 


Whom 


Whom 


nom neither gold nor pride could move, 
1 o change her virtue or her love: 


; Lores to 901 neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myſelf, and not for mine; 
Fot eity proud, nor nice and coy, 


Par full of love, and full of Joy : 


| Xot childiſh young, nor beldame old, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold, | 
Not gravely wiſe to rule the ſtate, 
Kot fooliſh to be pointed at: 


Kot worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 
; or chaſte, nor a reputed whore: 
If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
ray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 


Women and Wine, 


OME fay women are like ſea, _ 
Some the waves, and ſome the rocks, 

Some the roſe that ſoon decays, : 

| Some the weather, ſome the cocks; 

But if you'll give me leave to tell, 

There's nothing can be compar d ſo well, 

As wine, wine, women and wine, 

| They run in a parallel. 


Women are witches when they will, 
So is wine, ſo is wine, 
They make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill, 
The ſoldier, lawyer and divine; 
They put a gigg in the graveſt kkull, 
And (end there wits to gather wool; 
'Tis wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel, 


What wy that makes your face ſo pale, 
What is't that makes your looks divine, 
NES 


What 


q 

0 
5 
4 
Q 

" ”_ 
: 
!! 
y 


2 * 


— 


— 


aw ow 


: pr” net 
— 


0 


98 ) 


At Whyte's half a moment to fit 2 
Or who is't cou'd bear a tea- table, 
Without talking trifles for wit ? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys art no trifles we ſee; 

White rods are no trifles Tm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 

Where trifles abundantly breed; 
The levee will ſhow you, his grace 
__ Makes promiſes trifles indeed! 


A coach 


What makes your courage riſe and fall, coach 
Is it not women, is it not wine? I coun 
Whence proceed th' inflaming doſes,” | Put, ye 
That ſet fire to your noſes ? A ſcar 
From wine, wine, women and wine, 3 
Ik)hey run in a parallel. þ flaſk o 
| | „„ A trifle 
| A SONG gut if yo 
A Trifling ſong ye ſhall hear, * You'll 
Begun with a trifle and ended; 4 | 
All trifling people draw near, | A parſor 
And I ſhall be nobly attended, A wid 
ER | A peace 
Were it not for trifles a few, | Io br 
That lately came into the play, = 
The men would want ſomething to do, A black 
The women want ſome thing to ſay. Or to 
1 — | But if © 
What makes men trifle in dreſſing ? | We 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, _ | | 
Admire, by often careſſing The ſta 
That eminent trifle, a beau, The 
5 „ | 5 Becauſe 
When the lover his moments has trifled, The 
I be trifle of trifles to gain, | 
No ſooner the virgin is rifled, But wit 
But a trifle ſhall part them again. And 
5 The au 
What mortal wou'd ever be able, And 


O * 


Full of 
Oh! th 
Charm. 


coach 


coach with ſix footmen behind, 

I count neither trifle nor ſin; 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifie within? 


/ flaſk of Champaign people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad; 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 


” You'll find it no trifle by Gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea, 

A widow's a trifle in ſorrow, 
A peace is a trifle today, 

To break it a trifle to morrow. 


4 black coat a trifle, may cloke, 
| Or to hide it the red may endeayour ; 
gut if once the army is broke, 


We ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


| The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 
| Thereaſon pray carry along; 


f Becauſe that at every new play, 8 
The houſe they with trifles ſo throng. 


But with people's malice to trifle, 


And to ſet us all on a foot; 


The author of this is a trifle, 


And his ſong is a trifle to boot, 
A 8s ON G. 


(I the charming month of May, 
” When the breezes 
Fan the trees, is | 
Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay : 
Oh ! the charming month of May, 
Charming charming month of May. 
Iz 


Oh! 


o ) 
Oh! what joys our proſpeQs yield, 
When in new livery 
We ſec every 1 7 
Buſh and meadow, tree and field : 
Ch ! what joy, &c. Charming Joys, Cs 


| Oh ! how freſh the morning air, 
When the Zyphers Y 
And the heifers 


Their odorif'rous breath compare: 


Ot! how freſh, &e. Charming freſh, Ke, ＋ 
L 

Oh! how fnoat at night to dream, f And loobi 
On moſſy pillows, 806 

By the trillow's 3 

Of a gentle purling ſtream, 8 
Ch! tow fuueet, &C. Charming ſweet, &c. ich leg 


Oh! how kind the country laſs, 
Who, her cow biiking, 

Leaves her milking 
For a green-gown on the graſs: 


Oh ! how kind, &c. Charming kind, Kc. 


O! how ebe it is to ſpy, 
At the concluſion, 
Hler deep contuſion, 
Bluſhing cheeks and down-caſt eye: | 
Ob ! how ſaveet, &c. Charming feet, &c. In taly-n 


oh! the charming curds and cream, , 
When all is over, 
She gives her lover, 
Who on the {kiming-diſh carves her name? 
Oh ! the charming curds and cream, 
Charming c harming, &C. 


Like ſp1 


A SONG. 


'T 10 ] 
A ne 


1 Bag by Pinkanells merry Shan to Leverigo th | 
Mountebank Dotter. 1 


ER E are people and ſports, 
Of all fizes and forts, 
Coach'd damſel and ſquire, 
And mob in the mire, 
Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, ladies, ſows babies, 
and loobies in ſcores ; 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
"ome loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With legions of furbelow'd whores : 
| To the tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to a ſhow, 
See popets for mopets, 
| Jack puddens for cuddens, 
Rope dancing, mares prancing, 
Boats flying, Quacks lying, 
Pick pockets, pick plackets, 
Beaſts, Butchers and Beaux. 
Fops prattling, dice rattling, 
Rooks ſhaming, Putts daming, 
Whores painted, Maſks tainted 
In taly-mans furbelow'd cloaths. 
The mob's joys wou'd ye know, 
To yon muſick-houſe go, 
See taylors and failors, 
Whores oily and doily, 
Hear muſick makes you ſick ; 
Some ſkipping ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoaking, ſome joaking, 


Like ſpiggit and tap; 


Short meaſure, ſtrange pleaſure, 
Tubus billing and ſwilling, 


13 


NG. | 
Some 


1 
Some yearly get fairly 
Por fairings, pig pork and a clap. 


* 


The Second Parl. 


CE E, Sirs, ſee here] a Doctor fare, 
Y Who travels much at home! 
Here take my bills, they cure all ills, 
Paſt, preſent, and to come; _ | 
The cramp, the ſtitch, the ſquirt,the ich, 
The gont, the ſtone, the pox, 
The mulligrubs, the wanton ſcrubs, 
And all Pandora's bock: 
Thouſands Pye diſſected. 
Thouſands new errected, 
And ſuch cures effected, 
As none e&er can tell; | 
Let the palſie ſhake ye, 
| Let the cholick rack ye, 
Let the crinkrums break ye, 
Let the murain take ye, EEG 
Take this, take this, and you are well : 
Thouſands, &c. | | 


Come wits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen, 

And beaux who've ſprain'd your backs, 

| Great-belly'd maids, old founder'd jades, 

And pepper'd vizard cracks; a 

J ſoon remove the pains of love, 

And cure the amorous maid, 

The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 
The living and thedead; _ 

J clear the laſs with wainſcot- face, 

And from pim gqinets free 

Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 

With toping ratafee. 

This, with a jirk, will do your work, 
And ſcour you o'er and oer; 

Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 

Never believe me more, 
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As ON G. 


Oung Corydon and Phillis 
Sat in a lovely grove, 

Contriving crowns of lillies, 

| Repeating tales of love, 


But as they were a playing, 

| She ogled ſo the ſwain, 

It fav'd her plainly faying, 

Let's xiſs to eaſe our pain, Cc. 


f f thouſind times he kiſs'd her 

| Upon the flowery green >. 
But as he further preſt her, 

A pretty leg was ſeen, Cc. 


o many beauties viewing, 
His ardour {till encreas'd ; 
And, greater joys purſuing, | 
He wandercd o'cr her breaſt, Cc. 


A laſt effort ſhe yin g, 
His paſſion to withſtand, 

Cry'd, (but 'twas faintly crying) 
Pray take away your hand, Cc. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 

The minutes wou'd improve ; 
This is the time, he told her, 

To ſhew how much I love, Cc. 


The nymph ſcem'd al moſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in arm'rous heat; 

dhe kiſs d, and told him ghing, 
My dear, your love i is great, Cc, 


fr n elſe, but what I dare n not names 
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But Phillis did recover he 
Much ſooner than the ſwain; 
she bluſhing, aſk'd her lover, IE 
Shall we not kiſs again? Cc. 


Thus love his revels keeping, 
Till nature at a ſtand, 
From talk they fell to fleeping, 
Molding each others hand, &c. 


A s ON G. 


FM! lead me to ſome peaceful room, 

Where none but honeſt fellows come 
Where wives loud clappers never ſound, 
But an eternal laugh goes round. 


There let me drown in my wine pain, 
And never think of home again: 9 
What comfort can a huſband have, 


| To rule the houſe where he's a ſlave. 


A SON G. 


H O cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 
Yet, - Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, 
Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Enjoymentꝰ's a trifle to him, 
To me what a heaven it would be ; 
'To him but a woman you ſeem, 
But ah! you're an angel to me: 


Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 

To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt, | 
Which he ſpanns as beſide him you go; 
That arm, like a lilly ſo white, 

Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 


N y boſom | | 
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iy boſom cow'd warm it all night. 
y lips they would preſs it all day. 


Fere I like a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
bt if I muſt feel thy diſdain, 

If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
let me not live in this pain, 
But give my death in a frown. 


A $ONG. 


LL range around the ſhady bowers, 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers; 
{trip the garden and the grove, | 
To make a garland for my love. 
2 | 
ſnen in the ſultry heat of day, 
My thirſty nymph does panting ly, 
haſten to the fountain's brink, 3 
And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink. 


night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 

A graſſy bed I'll make my love, | 
d with green boughs I'll form a ſhade, 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


ad whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lyes. 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes; 
t gazing ſtill with fond delight, 

Pl watch my charmer all the night. 


id then, as ſoon as chearful day 
Diſpells the gloomy ſhades away, 
oth to the foreſt I'll repair, 
And find proviſion for my fair. 


"206 - bs 
Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight; 
Regarding nothing L endure, | 
| So I can eaſe for her 28 


But if the maid whom thus 1 love, 
Shou'd e'er unkind and faithleſs prove, 
I'll ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 


A SONG. 


L AVE off your Fooliſh prating, 


Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 5 


But drink your glaſs, 
| Round let it paſs, 
The bottle ſtands before ye, 
Fill it up to the top, | 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd, 
Drink about, fee it out, | 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go 1 


If claret be a blefſi ing, | 
This night devote to pleaſure ; 
Let worldly cares. 
And ſtate affairs, | 
Be thought on at more leiſure: 
Pill it up to the top, 
Let the night with joy be crown'd, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


If any is ſo zealous, 
To be a party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
| We'll ſoon agree, 
And be of one opinion: 
Fill your glaſs, name your la, 
Sce her health go ny round, 
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Drink about, ſee it out, 
let the night with joy be crop n d. 


A $0 N . 


\N a bank beſide a willow, 
Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, | 
Sad Amyn ta ſigh'd alone: 
From the. chearleſs dawn of morning, 
7 ill the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan, 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vaniſh'd, 
| Damon my beloy'd is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
uch a yeuth and ſuch a lover: 
Oh! ſo true, ſo kind was he! 
Vamon was the pride of nature, 
harming in his every feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for me: 
Melting kiſſes, 
Murm'ring bliſſes, 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 


Never ſhall we curſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore ; 
Never ſhall we both ly dying, 
ature falling, love ſupplying 
All the joys he drain'd betore : 
To befriend me, 
Death, come, end me. 
Love and Damon are no more. 


A SONG. 


W AS when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 


A dams 


* iq 108 ) 
A damſel lay deploring, 

- Allon a rock reclin'd. | 

Wide o'er the roaring billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful look ; 


Her head was crown'd with willows, 


That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas?“ 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my "is reſt : 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
Jo that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
Too loſing of my dear! 
Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves yon ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eye theſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholly lying, 
Thus waild, ſhe for her dear, 
Repay d each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear: 
When o'er the white waves Jooging, 
His floating corps ſhe ſpy d; 
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Then like a lilly drooping, 
| She bow's her head, and dy d. 


A 8 O N G. 


. alpen beſide a char ſtream, 

A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 
ind while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
| A willow ſupported his head. 
The wind tnat blew over the plain, 
| To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; ; 
And the brook in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas ! ſilly ſwain that 1 was; | 

(Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd) 
hen firſt I beheld that fair face, 

Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
phe-talk'd, and I bleſt her dear tongue, 

When ſhe ſmil'd, it was pleaſure too great ; 5 
liſten'd, and cry d when ſhe ſang, | 

Was nightingale ever ſo het ? 


low fooliſh was I to 1 

She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 
Ir that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town ; 
o think that a beauty ſo gay, | 

So kind and fo cenſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray. 
Or live in a cottage on love? 


What tho' I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho” the muſes my temples have crown'd, 
Vhat tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrains, 
The virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Colin ! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipeand thy laurel reſign, 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine, 
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. 
All you my companions ſo dear. 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray d, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, £ 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 
Tho? thro? the wide world Iſhou'd range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
*Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
'Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, . 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 


Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 28 


And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 

Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array; 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolick it all the long day : 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſcen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
Nis ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


As ON G. 


Ov x, thou art the beſt of human Joys, 
1. Our chiefeſt bappineſs below; 
All other pleaſures are but toys, 
Muſick without thee is but noiſe, 

Beauty but an empty ſhow. 


Heaven that knew beſt what men cou'd move, 


And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, 
Said, let him be, and let him love, 

That only mult his ſoul improve, 

Howe'er philoſophers diſpute. 


A SONG 
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Ould you have a young virgin of fifteen years, | 
W You muſt tickle her fancy with ſweet and dears, 
ver toying and playing, and ſweetly OY 
ing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears; 
Wittily prettily talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praiſe her if fair or brown ; 
Sooth her and fmooth her, 
And teaſe her and pleaſe her, 
ind touch but her ſmicket, and all's pour OWN, 


Do ye Rey a widow, well known in men, 
ith the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
e at her each moment, and briſkly briſkly 
Put her in mind, how her time ſteals on: 
Rattle and prattle aitho' ſhe frown, 
Rouſe her and touſe her from morn to noon, 
And ſhew her ſome hour 
Jou are able to grapple, 
And get but her wiittings, and all's your own, 


Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 
That's kept by a {umbler of quality, 
You muſt rail at her keeper, and tell her tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; ” 
Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when Cully's gone, 
Dog her and jog her, 
And mect her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a guinnea, and all's your own, 


A SON G. 


O all the girls that are ſo ant 
There's none like pretty Sally; 
She is tlie darling of my heart, 
And the lives i in our alley; f 
K 1 | There 


3 1 

| There is no > lady! in the land 
Is half ſo fweet as rally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

; And ſhe lives 1 in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 


And thro' the ſtreets does cry em; 


Her mother ſhe ſells laces long 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy? em: 
But fare ſuch folks con'd ne'er beget. 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe by es in our alley. 


When ſhe i is by, I 1 my v K 
J love her ſo ſincerely; 

My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely: 

Dut let him bang his belly full, 

P!} bear it all for Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And the lives in our alley. 


Of al the has are in the v eck. 

I dearly love but one day, 

And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday : 

For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk ebroad with Salley, 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And the lives in our alley. 


| My RP carries me to PREY 
And often am I blamed, | 
Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named: | 
I leave the church in ſermon-time, 
And link away with Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 
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50000 
When Chriſtmaſs comes about again, 
O! then I ſhall have money; 
PII hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my honey : 
And wou'd it were ten thouſand pound, 
I'd give it all to Sally; | | 
the is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter: and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) I'd better be 

A ſlave and row a galley ; 

But when my ſeven long years are aut, 
O! then Vil marry Sally _ ; 
Ol then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 
But not in our alley. | 


A SONG. 


Wix Iris and her fwain 
Were in a ſhady bower, 
Where Thirſis long in vain 
| Had ſought the happy hour; 
At length his hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy breaſt, 
He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
If you would make me bleſt. 
= IRIS. 
fin eaſy yielding maid _ 
By truſting 15 undone, 
Our (ex. is oft betray d 
By granting love too bon; 
If you deſire to gain me, 
Your ſufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 


When | 
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THIRS1S, 


The little care you ſhow. * 


Ol all my ſorrows paſt, 
Makes death appear too ſlow, 
And life too long to laſt; 


Oh Iris! kiſs me kindly, FP 


In pity of my fate, 
Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 


Kindly ſtill and kindly, 


Before it be too late. 


| | IR IS. 
You fondly court your bliſs, 
And no advances make; 
Tis not for maids to kiſs, 
But 'tis for men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And I will not rebel), | 
Thirſis may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
Put never kiſs and tell. 
ALTERNATIVE, 


| And may Kiss you kindly? 


Yes you thay kifs me kindly, 
And kindly ſtiland kindly > 

Ald kindly full and kindly, 
And will you not rebel] ? 

And I will nat rebell, | 
Then, love, I'll kiſs thee kindly; 

Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell. | 


A 8 ONE; 


CFE E T are the eharms of her I love, 
Y More fragrant than the damaſk roſe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as winds when Zypher blows, 
Refreſhing, as deſcending rains | 


To ſun· burnt climes and thirſty plains, . 


Trae as 
Or as 
Conſtant 
Who 
rom ever. 


ly life an 


The lat 
The 
Sweet P 
1 
n follow 
5 | purſc 


Nature 
Anc 

As wil 
Sun 

No chan 
Love on! 


But tim 


Love fr 


Dea 
1 
And 

1 
Where 
He fin 


Lo 
Le 


Divi 


Whe 


True 


En 
Trac as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun, 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling tides ob y the moon 
rom every other charmer free, 


ly life and love ſhall follow thee. 


The lamb the flowry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 
{ Of verdant ſpring, her note renews ; 
Il follow what they moſt admire, 
I purſue my ſoul's deſire, 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 

No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and Feder bow; 
And marble towers and walls of beats 
In his rude march he levells low : 
But time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the ſoul can ne'er divide. 
Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To min,le with the bleſt above, 
Where known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a Fita reſt from pain, 


Love and his ſiſter fair the ſoul, 
Twin-born from heaven together came: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, 


When time and death ſhall be no more. 
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L L. in the Downs the fleet was moor -d, WW ſho' bat 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind. Lee ne 
When black-eyed Suſan came on board; | Tho! cat 


Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? - Willig 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, dre turns 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew, ſt precio 

William, who high upon the yard, The bos 

Rock'd with ti. e billows too and fro; The 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard, No long 

He fig J, and caſt his eyes below : They 
The cord ſlides gently thro? his glowing hands, = 6G 5 
lieu, 


| Ard quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


80 the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt 


(If chance his mate's thrill voice he Row) HJ 


And drops at once into her neſt: 8 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet Vhen ſh. 
Might envy William's lips thoſe Bites ſueet. FE: When 
ealous 0 

O Suſan, Suſan, lovely deat! If a w: 


- My vows ſhall ever true remain, ain IL v 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
Wo only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points at thee. 


Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 


ure it 1 


They'll tell, the ſailors when away, To | 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: She 1s t 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo. To 


For thou art preſent whereſoc'erI go: 


If to fair India's coaſt we fil. 
Thy eyes are ſcen in diamonds bright, 


t. 


© h ) 
7 by breath is Africk's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white; 
us every beauteous object that I view, 
akes in my foul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho? battles call me from he arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn, 

Tho! cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return ; 

we turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

ſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sulan s eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadſul word, 

The ſails their ſweling boſom ſpread, 
No longer mult ſhe ſtay aboard: 

They kit5'd ; ſhe figh'd; he hung his head: 
er leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 


lieu, ſhe cries ; and ward her lilly hand. 


As ON G. 


HILST I gaze on Chloe trembling, 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
chen the ſmiles I fear dillembling, 

When the frowns i then deſpair, 

ealous of ſome rival lover, 

If a wandring look ſhe give; 

an I would reſolve to leave her, 

But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Fhy ſhould I conceal my 8 
Or the torments I endure? 
will diſcloſe my inclination : 
Awful ditance yields no cure, 
ure it is not in her nature, 
To be cruel to her flave ? £ / 
he is too divine a creature 


To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 
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Happy's he whoſe inclination 


Warms but with a gentle heat: 


Never mounts to raging paſſion, 


Love's a torment if too great. 


When the ſtorm is once blown over, 


Soon the ocean quiet grows; 
But a conſtant faithful lover 
Seldom meets with true repoſe. 


As ON G. 


| HILS TI fondly view the charmer, ; 


Thus the God of love I ſue, 


Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 


Cupid, if you love me, do: 
Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her, 
ob her neck, her lips and eyes, 


The remainder ſtill will leave her 


Power enough to tyranize. 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, 
Still in every breaſt will move, 


More is ſupererrogation, 


Meer idolatry of love: 
You may dreſs a world of Chloes 
In the beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cupid, whono foe is 
To your altars, or the fair. 


Fooliſh mortal, pray be eaſy, 


Angry Cupid made reply, 
Do Florclla's charms diſpleaſe you, 
Die then, fooliſh mortal die : | 


Fancy not that I'll deprive her 


Of the captivating ſtore ; 
Shepherd, no, Ill rather give her 
Twenty thouſand beauties more, 


Were Florella proud and four, - 


Apt to mock a lover's care; 
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ly then you'd pray that power 
Shou'd be taken from the fair: 

t tho? I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, 
No relief in that you'll find; 
|, fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her 
For the beauties of her mind. 


| The Braes of Yarrow, 


Dos K ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
J Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſom marrow, 

lk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 

nd let us leave the braes of Yarrow. 


Fhere got ye that bonny bonny bride, 

There got ye that winſom marrow ? 
got her where I durſt not well be ſcen, 
ung the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


cep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 
Veep not, weep not, my winſom marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leave | 
ting the birks on the braes of Yarrow, 


Vhy does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 
hy does ſhe weep thy winſom marrow? 
ind why dare ye nae mair well be ſeen, 


Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow? 


Lang muſt ſhe weep, lang muſt ſh?, muſt ſhe weep, 
Lang muſt ſhe weep with dole and forrow, 
And lang muſt J nae mair well be ſeen 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


For ſhe has tint her lover, lover dear, 

Her lover dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 

And I have ſlain the omelieſt ſwain, | 

That ever pucd birks on the bracs of Yarrow, 
) | Why | 


. 
Why runs s thy ſtream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of ſorrow! 
And why yon melancholious weeds, - 

Hung on the bonny k birks of arrow? ? 


What's yonder goats on che rueful, rueful flood 
What's yonder floats? O dole and ſorrow, 

O *tis the comely ſu ain I flew 

Upon the doleful braes of Yarrow, 


Waſh, © 1 bis wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears of dole and ſorrow, 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds, 
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters ſad, 
Ye ſiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in woful wiſe, 

Nis helpleſs fate on the braes of Yarrow. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, bis uſcleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt _ 
His comely breaſt on the braces of Yarrow. 


Did J not warn thee not to, not to love, 
And warn from hoat? but to my ſorrow, 
Too raſhly bold, a ſtronger arm 

Thou met it and fell on the braes of Yarrow. 


Sweet ſmells the birk, green grows, green enn 
Yellow on Yarrow's braes the gou an, (aß 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow fix cet, as ſweet, as ſweet flows Tv cel 
As green its graſs, its gowan as yellow, 

As ſweet ſmells on its braes the bi: k, 

The apple from its rocks as mellow. 
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row, red) ir was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love, - 


ſorrow? 


ful flood 
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Fair 


flow'ry bands thou him didſt fetter, 
ho! he was fair, and well belov'd again, 
hen me he never lov'd thee better. 


) 


"Wk ye, then buſk, my bonny bonny bride, 
duſk ye, then buſk, my winſom marrow, 
uk ye, and loe me on the banks of Tweed, 


ind think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow, 


ow can I buſk a bonny bonny bride, | 

ow can I buſk a winſom marrow, | 

ow loe him on the banks of Tweed, | 
hat ſlew my love on the braes of Yarrow? 


) Yarrow fields, may never, never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 

For there was vilely kill'd my love, 

ly love as he had not been a lover. 


he boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, twas my awn ſewing, 
Ih! wretched me, I little, little knew, 

He was in theſe to meet his ruin, 


The boy took out his milk-white, milk- white ſteed, 
Unheedful of my dole and ſorrow, e 
But e er the toofal of the night, 

He lay a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 


Much I rejoic'd that woeful, woeful day, 
L ſung, my voice the woods returning, 

But lang e'er night, the ſpear was flown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purſue me? 
My lover's blood is on thy ſpear; -_ 
How can'ſt-thou, barbarous man, then woo me? 
L My 


in) 
Niy hay ſiſters may be, may be proud, 
With cruel and ungentle ſcoffing, 
May bid me ſeek on Yarrow's braes, 
My lover nailed in his coffin. 


Ny brother Douglas may bed! 


My lover's blood is on thy ſpear, | 
How canſt thou ever bid me love thee? 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, - 
With bridal ſheets my body cover, 

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 

Let in the expected husband lover. 


But who the expected husband husband is? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in laughter. 
Ah me! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 
Comes, 1n his pale ſhroud, bleeding after? 


Pale as bel is, here lay him, lay him down, 

O lay his cold head on my pillow; | 
Take aff, take aff theſt bridal weeds, 

And crown my careful head with yellow. 


Pale tho? thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt belov'd, 
O could my warmth to life reſtore thee; 
Yet lye all night between my breaſts; 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lor ely FOG ! 
Forgive, forgive ſo foul a ſlaughter, 
And lye all night between my breaſts, 

| No youth ſhall ever lye there after, 


| Return, return, O Wich mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, 
Thy lover heeds nought of thy ſighs, 
He lies a corps in the braes of Yarrow. 


And ſtrive with threatning words to move me. 
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HARDIKNUTE. 

A F ragment of an old heroic Ballas. 
- * 


FTATEL Y ſtept he eaſt the wa, 
D And ſtately ſtept he welt, 
Full ſeventy years he now had ſeen, 
With ſcarce ſeven years of reſt. 
fc liv'd when Britons breach of faith 
| Wrought Scotland meikle wae : 
Ind ay his ſword tauld to their coſt, 
He was their deadly fae. 
1 „„ © 
lie on a hill his caſtle ſtude, 
With halls and tours a hight, 
And guidly chambers fair to ſee, 
| Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
Mis dame ſae peirleſs apes and fair, 
For chaſt and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, 
Saye Elenor the Queen. 
| T1: - 
Tull thirteen ſons to him ſhe bare, 
All men of valour ſtout ; 
In bluidy fight, with ſword in hand, 
| Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; 
Four yet remain, lang may they live 
To ſtand by liege and land: _ 
Hie was their fame, hie was their might, 
And hie was their command. 
IV. | 
Great love they bare to Fairly fair, 
Their filter ſaft and deir, . 
Her girdle ſhawd her middle jimp, 
And gowden gliſt her hair 
What waefou wae her bewtie bred ? 
Waefou to young and auld. 
Waefou I trow to kyth and kin, 
As ſtory ever tauld. 4 
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V. 
The king of Norſe in ſummer eyde, 
Puft up with power and might, 
Landed in fair Scotland the ille, 
With mony a hardy knight: 
The tydings to our gude Scots King 
Came, as he ſat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in brave aray, 
Drinking the blude- reid wyne. 
VI. 
© To horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, 
Vour faes ſtand on the rand, | 
Full twenty thouſand glittering {pears 
© The King of Norſe commands. 
Bring me my ſtead, Mage, dapple gray. 
Our gude king raiſe and cry'd; 
A truſtier beaſt in "all the land, 
A Scots King never ſeyd. 
1 
Go, little page, tell nN 
That lives on hill Jo b ie, 
To draw his ſword, the dreid of faes, 
And haſte and follow me. 
The little page flew ſwift as dart 
Flung by his maſter's arm, 
Come down, come down, Lord Hardyknute, 
And redd your king frae harm. 
- 0 IE . 
Then reid, reid grew his dark broun cheiks, 
Sae did His dark brown brow ; 
His looks grew keen as they were wont 
In dangers great to do; 
Ae has tane a Fun as green as graſß, 
And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, | 
That trees in green wood ſhook thereat, 
Sae loud rang ilka hill. 
JR + 
His ſons in manly ſport and plie, 
Had paſt that ſummers morn, 
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ben lo! eos | in a graſſy dale, 
They heard their father's horn. 


je have other ſport to Ade; 
Ind ſoon they heyd them * the hill, 
And ſoon were at his ſyde. 
X. 
Late, late POR T weind in peace 
| To end my lengthned „ 
My age might weil excuſe my arm 
| Frae manly feats of ſtrife ; 
But now that Nor ſe does proudly _ 
| Fair Scotland to enthrall, 
ts neir be ſaid of Hardyknute, 
He fear'd to fight or fall. 
| . 
Rabin of Rotbſay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrow ſhoot ſae leil, 
Mony a comely countenance 
They have turn'd to deidly Male: : 
Brade Thomas, take ye but your lance 
rie nied nae weapons mair, 
1, ve fight weit as ye did anes 
'Gainſt Weſtmorland's fierce heir, 
| | XII. 
Malcom, light of foot as ſtag 
That runs in foreſt wyld, 
Get me my thouſands three of men 
Well bred to ſword and ſhield * 
Bring me my horſe and harniſine, 
My Bade of mettal cleir. 
If faes kend but the hand it bare, 
T hey ſoon had fled for fear. 
—— 
Fureweil, my dame, ſae pierleſs good, 
And took her by the hand, 
Fairer to me in age you ſeem, 
Than maids for bewty fan'd: : 
My youngeſt ſon ſall here remain 
To guard 1 ſtately towirs 
L 3 


Jiat horn, quoth they, neer ſounds in peace, | 


And 


„„ 
And ſput the ſilver bolt that Reips 
Sae faſt your painted bownrs. 
„ 8 
And firſt ſhe wet her comely cheiks, 
And then her boddice green, 
Hir filken cords of twirtle twiſt, 
Weil plett with filver ſheen; _ 
And apron ſet with mony a dyce 
Of needle-wark ſae rare, | 
Wove by nae hand, as ye may gueſs, 
Save that of Fairly fair. | 
XV. 


And he 8 ridden 1 muir and moſs, 


Owre hills and mony a glen, 
When he came to a wounded knight 
_ Making a heavy mane; _ 

Here maun Tlye, here maun I dye, 

By treacheries falſe gyles ; 


 Writleſs 1 was that eir gave faith 


To wicked womans ſinyles. 
EE, XVI. 
Sir knight, gin ye were in my bowir, 
To lean on ſilken ſeat, 
My ladys kindlie care you'd prove, 
| Wha neir kend deidly hate, 
Hir ſelf wald watch ye all the day, 
Hir maids a deid of nicht, 
And Fairly fair your heart vald cheir, 
As fhe ſtands in your fight, 
_n_ XVII. | 
Ariſe, young knight, and mount your ſteid, 
Full lowns the ſhynand day, | 
Chuſe frae my menzie whom ye pleaſe 
To lead ye on the ua, 
With ſmyleſs look and viſage wan 
The wounded knight reply'd, 5 
Kynd chiftain, your intent purſue, 
For heir Imaun abyde. 
| XVIII. 
To me nae after day nor night 
Gan eir be fweit or fair, 


But ſoon ben 
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With him 
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With fairel 
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54 5on 1555070 ſome draping trie, 
Cauld death ſall end my care. 

With him nae pleading might prevail; 
Brave Hardyknute to gain, 
With faireſt words and reaſon ſtrang, | 
Strave courtcouſly 1 in vain. 


IX. 


gyne he has gane far hynd attowre, 


Lord Chattans land ſae wyde, 


That lord a worthy wight was ay, 


When faes his courage ſeyd: 


| Of Pictiſh race by mothers ſyde, 


When Picts ruld Caledon, 


= Lord Chattan claimd the princely maid, 


When he ſav'd Pictiſh crown. 
a ©, 


| Now with his fierce and ſtalwart train, 


He reach'd a ryſing height, 


{ Whair braid encampit on the dale, 


Norſe army lay in fight; 


| Yonder, my valiant ſons and feirs, 


Our raging revers wait 


| On the unconquer*d Scottiſh fwaird, 


To try with us their fate. 
XXI. 


| Mak oriſons to him that ſav'd 


Our ſauls npon the rude, 

Hne bravely ſhaw your veins are fla 
With Caledonian blude. 

Then furth he drew his truſty glaive, 
While thouſands all around, 

Drawn frae their ſhcaths glanſt in the ſun, 
And loud the bougills ſound. 

XXII. 

To join his king adoun the hill 
In haſt his merch he made, 

Whyle, play and pibrochs, minſtralls meit 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. 

Thryſe welcom vallant jtoup of weir, 
Thy nations ſbeild and pryde ; 

Thy king nae reaſon has to feir 
When thou art by his ſyde. 
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XXIII. 


When bows were bent and darts were thrawn, 


For thrang ſcarce could they flie, * 
The darts clove arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the trie. 
Lang did they rage and fight full fierce, 
With little ſkaith to man, 
But bludy, bludy was the field, 
Or that lang day was done. 
. 
The king of Scots that ſindle bruikd 
The war that lookt like play, 
Drew his braid ſword, and brake his bow. 
Sen bows ſeimt but delay: | 
Quoth noble Rothſay, Myne DI ys 
1 wate its bled a ſcore, 
Haſte up, my merry men. cry'd, the king, 
As he rade on before. 
TH © YO 
The king of Norſe he ſought to find, 
With him to menſe the fight, 
But on his forehead there did light 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft; | 
As he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow keen, 


O waefou chance! there pinnd his hand 


In midit between his een. 
XXVI. 


Revenge, revenge, cryd Rothſays heir, 


Your mail-coat fall nocht byde, 
The ftrength and ſbarpneſi of my dart 
Then ſent it through his ſyde: 
Another arrow „eil he markT” 
It Piere d bis neck in twa, 


His hands ben quat the ſilver reins, 


He laigh as card did fa. 
XXVII. 
Fair 1110 my leive, ſeir „Hir he bleids, 
Again with mioht he drew 
FF -elture dreid his ſturd: y bow, 
Faſt the braid arrow flew, 
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Vae to the knight he ettled at, 
Lament now, Quene Elgried; 
fic dames too wail your darlings fall, 
His youth and comely meid. 
; XXVIII. 
ake aff, take aff his coſtly jupe 
(of gold weil was it twynd, 
Knit lyke the fowlers net through which 
| His ſteilly harneſs ſhynd) | 
Tale, Norſe, that gift frae me, and bid 
Him venge the blude it betrs ; 
Bay, if he face my bended bow, 
He ſure nae weapon fears. 
| . 
ud Norſe with giaint body tall, 
Braid ſhoulders and arms ſtrong, 
Cry'd, Where is Hardyknute ſae famd, 
| And feird at Britains throne : 
Ihe Britons tremble at his name, 
T ſoon ſall make him wail 
That eir my ſword was made ſae ſnarp, 
| See ſaft his coat of mail. Ce 
ER XXX. 
hat brag his ſtout heart coud na byde, 
| It lent him youthful might: 
I'm Hardyknute this day, he cry'd, 
| To Scotlands king I height. 
ſo lay thee law as horſes hafe, 
My word I mean to keip. | 
dyne with the firſt ſtrake eir he ſtrake, 
He garrd his body bleid. 


XXXI. | 

Norſe ene lyke gray goſchawks ſtaird wyld, 

He ſight with ſhame and ſpyte; 
Diſeracd is new my far fam'd arm 

That left thee power to ſtryke : 
Then gave his head a blaw ſae fell, 

It made him doun to ſtoup, 
As law as he to ladies us'd 


In courtly gyſe to lout. 
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Fall ſoon he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvell'd fair, | 4 
Sen blaws till then on him but darrd 
As touch of Fairly fair : 


Norſe ferliet too as fair as he 


To ſee his ſtately look, 
Sae ſoon as cir he ſtrake a fae, 
Sae {con his ly fe he took. 
| XXIII. 
Whair like a fyre to heth er ſet, 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A ſturdy fae with look enragd 
Up towards him did prance ; 


He ſpurd his ſteid throw thickeſt ranks 


The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha ſtood unmov'd at his approach 
His furie to repel]. 
KXXTV-- 
That ſhort brown ſhaft ſae meanly trimd 
Looks like poor Scotlands geirs 


But driedſul ſeims the ruſty poyrt : [ 


And loud he leugh in jeir. 
Aft Britains blude has dimd its ſhyne, 
This poynt cut ſnort their vaunt ; 


_ Syne piere d the boaſter's bairded cheik, 


Nae time he took to taunt, 
XXXV. 


Short while he in his ſadle \wang, 


His ſtirrip was nae ſtay, 
Sae feible hang his unbent knee, 
Sure taken he was tey : 
Swith on the hardened clay he fell 
Right far was hard the thud, 


But Thomas look'd not as he lay 


All waltering in his blude. 
XXXVI. 
With cairles geſture, mynd unmoy'd, 
On raid he north the plain, 


His ſeim in-thrangoffierceſt ſtryfe, 
When — ſame: 
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| „ 
; Nor yet his heart dames dimpelit cheik, 
| Coud meiſe ſaft love to bruik, 
Till vengeful Ann return'd his ſcorn, 
I hen languid grew his look. 
J XXXVII. 
In thrawis of dcath, with wailowit cheik 
All panting on the plain, 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 
Neir to aryle again; 
Neir to return to native land, 
| Nae mair with blythſom ſounds, 
Jo boaſt the glories of the day, 
And ſhaw their ſhyning wounds. 
XXXVIII. 
on Norways coaſt the widow'd dame 
May waſh the rocks with teirs. 
May lang look owre the ſhiples ſeis, 
| Before hir mate appeirs. 
Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, 
Thy lord lyis in the clay, _ 
The valiant Scots nae revers thole 
To carry lyfe away. | 
pps % % < > ne 
There on a lie whair ſtands a croſs, 
Set up for monument, 
Thouſands full fierce that ſummers day 
Filld keen warts black intent, 
Let Scots, while Scots, praiſe Hardyknute, 
| Let Norſe the name ay dreid, 
Ay how he faught, aft how he ſpaird, 


Sal lateſt ages reid. 


| XL. 

Loud and chill blew weſtlin wind, 
Sair beat the heavy thowir, 

Mirk grew the night eir Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ſtately tower ; 

His tower that uſd with torches bleiſe, 
To ſhyne ſae far at night, 

deimd now as black as mourning weid 


Nae marvel fair he ſeight. 
Theres 
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| Fe, XLI. 
There” s nae light in my ladys deb 
There's nae light in my hall ; | 
Nae blink ſhynes round my Fairly fair, 
Nor Ward ſtands on my wall. 


What bodes it? Robert, Thomas ſay, 


Nae anſwer fits their dreid. 
Stand back, my ſons Dll be your gyde, 
But by they paſt with ſpeid. 

XLII. 

As faſt as T haef ſped owre Scotlands fas, 

Their ceiſt his brag of weir, 
Sair ſham'd to mynd ought but his dame, 
- And maiden Fairly fair, | 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear 
He wiſt not yet with dreid; 
Sair, ſhook his body, {air his limbs, 

An all the warrior fled. 
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A S ON G, 
To the tune of Or the hills and far away, 


ET me ner beauties uſe their art, 
And range both Indies for their dreſs, 
Our fair can captivate the heart 
In native weeds, nor look the leſs, 
More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 
Sparkle with luſtres more divine. 


When freed of every foreign grace, 


The tawny nymph on ſcorching plains, 
May uſe the aid of gems and paint, 

Deck with brocade and Tyrian ſtrains 
Features of ruder form and taint, 
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What Cledonian ladies wear, 

or from thu lint or woolen twine, 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear: 
Whate'er we can imagine fine. 


Apparel neat becomes the fair, 

| The dirty dreſs ma, lovers cool, 
But clean, our maids n ed have no care, 
f clade in linnen. ſilłk, or Wool. 
T' adore Myrtilla, who can ceaſe? 

Her active charms our praiſe demand, 
lad in a mantua, froin the fleece, 

Spun by her own delighted hand, 


Vho can behold Caliſta's eyes, 

Her breaſt, her cheek, and ſnowy arms, 
And mind what artiſts can deviſe, | 
To rival more ſuperior charms ? 
ompar'd with thoſe, the diamond's dull, 
Launs, ſatins, and the velvets fade, 

he ſoul with her atractions full, 

Can never be by theſe betray'd. 


aphira, all o'er native ſweets, 
Not the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 
Her wit, her character completes, 

Her ſmile her lovers ſighs rewards, 
hen ſuch firſt beauties lead the way, 
| The interior rank will follow ſoon ; 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 
But trade encourag'd be in tune. 


—_— ” 
bd 


Millions of fleeccs ſhall be wove, 
And flax that on the valleys blooms, 
dall make the naked nations love 
And bleſs the labours of our looms; . 
Ve have enough, nor want from them, 
But trifles hardly worth our care, 
et for theſe trifles let them claim 

What food and cloth we have to ſpare, 


| What How | 


How happy's Scotland in her fair? 


I 


| But ſ 


Her amiable daughters ſhall, 
By acting thus with virtuous care, A 

Again the golden age recal: * | 

Enjoying them, Edina neer | ud Pegg 
Shall miſs a court; but ſoon advance | Whene 

In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear That I loc 
Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. That I lo. 

| | My 

Barbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, It 

And lazy pride to uſeful arts, And 

When ſuch dear angels in defence A 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 

Bleſt guardians of our joys and wealth, y Pegs) 
True fountains of delight and love, When 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, y @ the 

Til tir'd with earth ye mount above. | ya” the 
| | . A 
The following SONGS taken out of tit Wi 
Gentle ſhepherd. e 4 
SANG I. The wawking of the faulds. ANG 

| Sung by Patie, 

Peggy is a young thing, | E / 
M Juſt enter'd m COND | D 7 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, dcem un 
Fair as the day, and always gay. For w 

My Peggy is a young thing, But then 

And I'm not very auld, | | And v 

Yet well I ike to meet her at - Toa rer 

The wawking of the fauld, Puſh | 

My Peggy ſpeaks fac ſweetly, | When n 
Whene'er we meet alane, | Say 3 

I wiſh nae mair, to lay my care, i Ne'er m 
I Xiſh nae mair, of a' that's rare. But t. 

My Peggy ſpea ks ſae ſweetly, If theſe : 

To a' the lave I'm cauld ; To a1 


1 
But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 


uud Peggy ſmiles fac kindly, 

{ Whene'er I whiſper love, 

That!] look down on a' the town, 

That I look down upon a crown, 

| My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, | 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 

And naithing gie's me ſic delight, 
As wawking of the fauld, | 


y Peggy ſings ſac ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 
dy a' the reſt, it is confeſt, 
Bya' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. 
My Peggy ſings ſae faftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


alth, 


t of i 


aulds, 


BANG II. H gar rub her der with ſtrac. 
5 Sung by patie. 


E AR Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, 
em unconcern'd at her neglect, : 
For women in a man delight: 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a ſimple face give way 
Io a repulſe—then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 
When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 
But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with kate, 
M3 


By 


136 
seek FR to be Ls bleſt, 
And let her ſigh when tis too 5 


he man 
with dul 
e praiſcs ! 
er for a ſn 


SANG III. Polwart on the Green, 


Sung by Peggy. 


4 bop dorty well repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld, 


ANG V 


Yield, 0 


And nane her ſmiles will tent, 4 And t. 
Soon as her face looks auld: That lure 
The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, | Frae bon 
Nor eats, tho' hunger crave, or a? tha 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, | Gainſt 


And's laught at by the lave; 
They jeſt it till the dinner's pelt, 
Thus by it ſell abus'd, 
The fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they've refus d. 


They ken 
That b 


SANC 


SANG IV. 0 dear Mol her, what jhall [ 05 
Sten g by Jenny. 


Op 
Dear Peggy, love's beguiling, yy 12 
We ought not to truſt his ſiniling, fv, 

Petter far to do as I do, | + : 
| Leſt a harder luck betyde you. N oy 
Laſſes when their fancy's carried, * re 
Think of nought but to be married ; Of co 
Running to a life deſtroys ANC 


Heartſome, free, and youthfu' joys. 


SANG V. Hob can Ile ſad on my wedding day. 


Sung by Peggy. 


OW ſhall I be fad when a husband I hae, 
| That has better ſenſe than any of thae 
Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools 
To ſink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools. 
The 


N. 


? # 6 
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1 5 
e man whois prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 

with dull reproaches encourages ſtrif 

e praiſcs her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 

er for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe, 


ING VI. Nanſy's to the green wood gane. 
Sung by Jenny. 


Yield, dear laſſie, you have won, 
And there is nae denying, 5 

hat ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 

Frae lo ve proceeds complying; 

or a' that we can do or fay, 

| 'Gainſt love nae thinker heeds us, 

They ken our boſoms lodge the fae, 

That by the heart-itrings leads us. 


SANG VII. Could Kale in Aberdeen, 
Sung by Glaud or Simon. 


AUL D be the rebels caſt, 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 
hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a woody. 

leſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 

And ever high his ſtation, © 

hat bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation. 


SANG. VIII. Mucking of Geordy's Byer. 
Sung by Symon. 


TTYHE laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour 
To riſe aboon poverty 7: 
Ele, like the pack horſe that's unfother'd' 


And burden'd, will tumble down faint; | 
| M 3 Thus 


. ä „ 
"Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſinother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


zut when 
he Boat. 
Tis many 
For tho! tl 


SANG IX. Carle and the King come, 


Snng by Mauſe. 


GV, now the king's come, 
1 Peggy, now the king's come, 
Ihou may dance, and I ſhall ſing, 
Peggy, ſince the king's come. 
Noe mair the hawkies thou ſhalt milk, 
Fut change thy plaiding-coat for ſilk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, | 
Now, Peggy, fince the king's come. 


SANG x. Winter was cauld and my claithin 
was thin, 


Sung by Peggy and Patie. 
PEG GY. 
HEN firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill 
And TI at ew-milking firſt ſeyd my young kill 
To bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to nic, 
When 1 at the bughting forgather'd with thee. 
3 EATIE. (bells 
When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blew hetk«r: 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells 
Nae bi rns, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 
If I found tl e berrics right ripen'd for thee. 
| . Pg6 GY. 

When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain : 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 

For nane can put, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee, 
| PATIE. | 
Our Jenny ſings ſaſtly the Coden Broom-Know!, 
And Roſie lilts ſu cetly the Milting the ews; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanſy can ſing, 
At Throw the uod laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring: 
. But 


How es 
And praiſe 
Give me 
To make 


SANG : 
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| vvels, 
You're 1 


But ken 
Ye thin 
The m 


Like ui 


But 
Their 
Red-cl 
And 1 


Then 
Into x 
But {& 
And 1 


O 
Tl K 
A' n 
Till 


come. 


laithing 


reen hill 
ung {kill 
me, 
hee. 
(bells 
» hether: 
ng fell 
to me, 


he ſtang, 


7 fan ; 


hee, 


n- Knows, 


: TE.) 
zut when my dear Peggy ſings with better skill, 
he Boat: man, Tueedſide, or the Laſs of the mill, 
Tis many times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; 


For tho” they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee, 


PEGGY. | 
How eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire ? 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes loves fire; 
Give me {till this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 
To make my ſelf better and ſweeter for thee, 


SANG XI. By the delicious warmneſs of thy 


out. 
Sung by Patie and Peggy. 


| PATI E. 
Y the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 

And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 
Igueſs, my lafſie, that as well as I, | 1 8 
You're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny ? 

| PEGGY, | 
But ken ye, lad gin ye confels o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow, 
Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and ſow'r. 
fa PAT I. | 
But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 
Red-cheeked you compleatly ripe appear, 9 85 
And I have thol'd and woo'd a lang haff year. 
PEGGY. | 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa” 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a': 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 
PATIE. | 
O charming armsfu'! hence, ye cares, away. 
Ill kiſs my treaſure a the live lang day : 
A' night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'll be a my ain. 
| gr: CHORUS. 


( 140 ) 
r 
| Sun, gallop down the weſthn fries, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe 
O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſt about our bridal day: 
And if, ele weary'd, honeſt light, 
Sleep gin ye like a week that night. 


SANG XII. Happy dus. 
Sung by Sir William. | 


H? from himſelf, now by the dawn 

| He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 

And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 
After his bleeting flocks, 

Heathful, and innocently gay 

He chants, and whiſtles out the day; 

: * to ſmile, and then betray, 

Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy from ambition free, 
Envy and vile hypocriſie, 
Where truth aud love with joys agree, 
5 Unſullied with a crime: 

Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 

In proping of their pride and ſtate; 

He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


. SANG XIII. Leith-Whnd. 


8 Sung by Jenny and Roger. 

| We I ar d you'll conſtant prove, 

| You ſhould nae mair complain, 
The eaſy maid beſet with love, 

Few words will quickly gain; 

For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 

Has lang, a black ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be Par d with thine; 
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ROGER. 
npyy now, ah! let my head 
3 thy breaſt recline; 
by pleaſure ſtrikes me near-hand deed; 
Jenny then ſae kind? | 
lt me brifs thee tomy heart! 
And round my arms entwine : 
dytful thought; we'll never part! 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine, 


SANG XIV. Oer Bogie, 
Sung by Jenny. 
E LL I agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my father gae. 
lake him content to give conſent, 
| He'll hardly ſay you nay: 
or you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you well, 8 
ce parents auld think love grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 


how he deny, Ic carena by, 

He'd contradict in vain. 
Tho' a' my kin had ſaid and . 
But thee I will have nane. 
hen never range, or learn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree : 
And if you prove faithful in love, 
You'll find nae fault in me. 


SANG XV. Wat je wha I met yeſtreen. 


Sung by Sir William. 


OW from ruſticity, and love, 
Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 

ly gentle ſhepherd mult be drove, 

His foul muſt take another turn: 

As the rough diamond from the mine, 


In breakings only ſhews its light, | 
Till 


3 
Till poliſhing has made it ſhine; : 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 


SANG XVI. Kirk wad let me be, PT 


Sung by patie. 


- Dr Y and part of reaſon, 
Y Plead ſtrong on the parents ſide, M 
Which love ſuperior calls treaſon ; "ap 
Ihe ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd; *+ ply lite 1 
For now tho' Pm one of the gentry, * oh 
My conſtancy falſhood repells; * er 
For change in my heart is no entry, Sik on 
Still there my dear P egg excells. And m 
SANG XVII. Woes my heart that we ſhould aui. With pa 
Y Sung by Peggy. 5 5 
S PEAK on 1 — and ſtill my grief, l 
Fold up a\heart that's ſinking under Whilſt 
"Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, No h 
5 hen Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. But nov 
A gentler face, and ſilk attire, „ T 
A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, | Ro 
ke poor me! will now conſpire | For bea 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. Mul 
No more the ſhepherd who excelbd | 5 
The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, Nor 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell, G 
Ah! I can die, but never ſunder. If virt 
Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, Ar 


Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play'd, 
You'll loſs your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again ah! ſhall I never creep | | : 
Around the know with ſilent duty, A 

Kindly to watch thee while aſlcep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty? 


Hear, 


443 

ear, heaven, while ſolemnly I vow, 

Tho! thou ſhouldſt prove a wandring lover, 

hrow life to thee I ſhall prove true, 

ED Nor be a wife to any other: | 

e be, 3 
SANG XVIII. Tweed. ſide. 


: Sang by Fare 
N E N hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
| My heart it was going to break; 
My life appear d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſav't for thy fake, 
Vhere' er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall (tay, 
And my foul keep him eber in 8 
en, With patience Ill wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to rife | 
To a hight is becoming thy wife, 


y grief, 


For beauty that's only ſkin deep, 
- Muſt fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the husband have ſence to . 


7 


SANG XIX. Buſh aboon Traquair | 


Sung by Peggy. 
A” ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that (till ſhall love ot 
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PI al of heaven thy ſafe return, ot hills an 


With all that can improve thee. JS 
I'll viſit oft the birken-buſh, 5 onigine d 
Where firſt thou kindly told me- he practic 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, Vhich gen 
_ Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. | 
To all our hants I will repair, rt by the 
By greenwood- ſhaw or fountain; 0 which 
Or where he ſummer- day I'd ſhare jy which | 
With thee, upon yon mountain, 8 
There will I tell the trees and flowers, The Deity 
From thoughts unteign'd and tender, he God « 
By vows you re mine, by love is yours haſte Cy 
A heart which cannot wander, 
| ee, ſee y. 
7 3 Tis Jove 
SANG XX, Benny gray 2y'd Morn, Tis love 
3 8 Sip by Sir William, FREIE 
: 1 bonny gray eyed morning begins to pee 17 
| And darkneſs flys before the riſing ray, A Ys 
The hearty hynd ſtarts from his lazy flecp, ©. ITY 
To follow healthful labours of the day, | 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, Dur own 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, hat noi 
And he joins their concert, driving his plow, That no 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free, 
| | | With ſh 
While fluſter'd with wine, or madden'd with loſs, Noppos'd 
Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, Defeat t 
The drunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. Witneſ: 
Be my portion health and quictneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and ſtate, Larg 
Where neither ambition, or avarice blind, | valant 
Reach him who has happineſs link'd to his fate. N - 
| exander. 
The ARCHERS march. 15 
OUND, ſound the muſic, found it, ra 


Let hills and dales rebound it: 


"a 


1 0 
et hills and dales rebound it, 

In praiſe of archery: 
sorigine divine is, 
he practice brave and fine is, 
Thich generouſly inclines us 
To guard our liberty, 


rt by the God imployed, | | | 3 
yy which heroes enjoyed, | 1 
which heroes enjoycd : 
The wreaths of victory. 

The Deity of Parnaſſus, 
he God of ſoft careſſes, | 
haſte Cynthia and her laſſes, 

Delight in archery. 


ee, ſee yon bow extended 


ors. Tis Jove himſelf that bends it, 
Tis Jove himſelf that bends it, 
| | Ofer clouds on high it glows, 
to pet ll nations, Turks and Parthians, 
ay, he Tartars and the Scythians, 


he Arabs, Moors and Indians, 
With bravery draw their bows. 


Dur own true records tell us, 
hat none cou'd e'er excel us, 
That none cou'd &er excel us 

In martial archery : _ 
Vith ſhafts our fires engaging, 
1 Jols, Nopposd the Romans raging, 

Defeat the fierce Norvegian, 

| And ſpared few Danes to flee, 

Witneſs Largs and Loncartie, 


Largs, where the Norwegians, headed by their 
| raliant King Haco, were, Anno 1263, totally defeat 
fate. by Alexander III. King of Scots; the heroick Al- 
exander, great-ſteward of Scotland, commanded the 

night wing. 3 
Loncartie, near Perth, where king Kenneth III. 
obtained the victory over the Danes, which was prin - 
cipal - 


J 

Dunkel and Aberlemny, 

Dunkel and Aberlemny, | 
Roſline and Bannockburn, 


The chivioes all the borders 
Where bowmen in brave order, 


weet fre 


Told enemies, if furder _ : r — 
4 thewd ner retu jj 
They mov 4 they d ne'er return. iu heart 
Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it, enoar fi 
Let hills and dales rebound it, W Gn 
Let hills and dales rebound it, ich 
| In praiſe of archery. | 
Us'd as a game it pleaſes, | 
The mind to joy it raiſes, end, ſ 
And throws of all diſeaſes Fll up t 
Of lazy luxury. Fill up t 
Now, now our care beguiling, jc 
When all the year looks ſmiling, a ack, 
When all the year looks ſmiling, 


With healthful harmony: 
The ſun in glory glowing, 5 
With morning dew beſtowing, 


cipally owing to the valour and reſolution of the ful 


brave Hay, and his two ſons. 


Dunkel, here, and in Kyle, and on the banks 
Tay, our great King Corberdus Galdus in three bat 


To all v 


tles overthrew 30000 Romans in the reign of the dy | 
Emperor Domitian. 

Aberlemny, four miles from Brechin, where Kin My dou 
Malcolm II. obtained a glorious victory over the And « 
united armies of Danes, Norwegians and Cumbrians, True t 
&c. commanded by Sueno King of Denmark, an Ther 
dis warlike ſon Prince Canute. ; 
Roſline, about five miles ſouth of Edinburgh, wher Shield | 
T0000 Scots, led by Sir Fohn Cumin and Sir Sin Retu 
Frazer, defeat in three battles in one day 30000 dl Syne fr 
their enemies. Anno 1303, | Wh 

The battles of Bannockburn and Chiviot &c. att 

ſo well known, that they require no notes, | 9 oy 
q 


Sweet 


3 
weet fragrance, life, and growing, 
To flowers and every tree. 


Tis now the archers royal, 

In hearty band and loyal, 

in hearty band and loyal, 
That in juſt thoughts agree. 

Iyear in ancient bravery, | 

Defpiling all baſe knavery, 

'hich tends to bring in ſlavery 

Souls worthy to tive free. 


tur ni, 


sound, ſound the mulick, found it, 

Fill up the glaſs and round wrt, | 

Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Health and proſperity 

Tour great CHI EF and Officers, 

T' our Preſident and Counſellors: 

To all who, like their breave forbears, 

Delight in archery, 


The Soper Laddie. 
ff the firl - 3 | 
Y foger laddie is over the ſea, TS 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
And when he comes hame, he'll make lady, 
My bleſſing gang with my ſoger laddie. 


> banks ol 
three bat 


-n of the 


My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave ; 
True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie. 


zere King 
over the 
mbrians 


ark, an 
b, when Shield him ye angels, frac death in alarms, | 
1 Return him with lawrels to my langing arms. 


dyne frac all my care yell pleaſantly free m 
When back to my wiſhes my — ye gie — 


ooo Ol 


&c. ale > 
| O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they mult, if he get his due: 

N For 


Sweet 


268: 


For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie, 


The Cock Laird. 


Cock laid fu cadgie, 
| With Jenny did meet, 
He haws'd her, he kiſs'd her, 
And ca'd her his ſweet. 
Wilt thou gae alang | 8 
Wi' me, Jenny, Jenny? 
Thouſe be my ain lemmane, 


Jo Jenny, quoth he. 
If J gae alang w'ye, 


Ye maunna fail, 
To feaſt me with caddels 
And good hacket-Kail. 
The dceel's in your nicety, 
Jenny, quoth he, 
Mayna bannocks of bear-meal 
Be as good for thee, 


And I maun hae pinners, 
| With pearling ſet round, 
A ſkirt of puddy, 
And a waſtecoat of broun, 
Awa with ſick vanities, 
lenny, quoth he, 
For kurchis and kirtles 
Are fitter for thee. 


My lairdſhip can yield ms 

As meikle a year, 
As had usin pottage 

And good knockit beer : 
But having nae tenants, 

O Jenny, Jenny, 
To buy ought I nc'er have 

A pcnny, quoth he. 
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laddie, 


0 
The borrowftoun merehants 
Will ſell ye on tick, 
For we maun hae braw things, 
Albeit they ſoud break. 
When broken, frae care 
The fools are ſet free, 
When we make them lairds 
In the abbey, quoth ſhe. 


A SONG. 


To the tune of, Laſ? time 1 came or the Ger s 


WE blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 
Hear what my ſang diſcloſes. 
As Jae morning ſleeping lay 
Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the EAN Y 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And ſaftly fat down by me. 


Jamie tho? I right meikle priz'd, 
Yet now I wadna ken him; 5 
But with a frown my face diſguis d, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him: 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my ſide down lying, 
His beating heart thumped ſae faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſion feigning, 
I aften roughly ſhot him by, 
With words full of diſdaining. 
Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented ; 
But I in truth for a' my fins, 
Ne'er haff ſae fair repented. 


N 3 


( 150 ) 
11 ANY, Where has thou been, 


= Jeany, Jeany, where has thou been ? 


Father and mother are ſeeking of thee. 


Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton, 
Keeping of jocky company. 

O Betty, Poe been to hear the mill clack, 

Getting meal ground for the family, 

As fow as it gade I brang hame the, fack, 


For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me, 


Ha! Jeany, Jeany, there's meal on your back, 


The miller's a wanton billy, and flee, 


Tho? victual's come hame again hale, what-reck, 


I fear he has taken his mowter aff thee. 
Aud Betty, ye ſpread your linen to bleec h, 
When that was done, where cou'd you be? 
Ha! laſs T jaw ye flip down the hedge, 

And wanton Willy was following thee. + 


Ay Jeany, Jeany, ye gade to the kirk; 
But when it ſkail'd, where coud thou be? 
Ye came na hame till it was mirk, 

They ſay the kiſſing clerk came w'ye. 

O filly laſſie, what will thou do? | 
I]; thou grow great, they'll heez thee hie. 
Look to your fell, if Jock prove true: 
The clerk frae creepies will keep me free, 


Bomy CHRISTY. 


HY ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry ; 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 
But fineſt colours, fruits and flowers, 
And wane, tho? I be thirſty, 
Loſs a their charms and weaker powers, 
Cowpar'd with thoſe of Chriſty, 
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When 
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hen wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 

No nat'ral beauty wanting, 

ow lightſome is't to hear the lark, 

And birds in conſort chanting ? „ 
ut if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
Im rapt in admiration; 

ſy thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation, 


Vhene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 

| take the happy omen, 

nd aften mint to make advance, 

Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman : 

but, dubions of my ain deſert, 

My ſentiments I ſmother ; _ 

Vith ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another, 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'er-hear him; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e' er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her; 
tle wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Chriſty ! witneſs, bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing, | 
I wiſh this may na be a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing! 
Time was too precious now for tauk; 
This point of a? his wiſhes 
He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But war d it a? on kiſſes. 


The Buſh aboon TRAqQuaiR, 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, 
. Tl tell how Peggy grieves me, 
Sod Tho? 
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Tho? thus J languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe neꝰ er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 
Unheeded never move her; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
T was there I firſt did love her. 
That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad. 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented; 
If e'er we meet ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne' er acquainted. 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. | 


Ye rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 

Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender, 

F'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds Vll wander. 


An ODE. 


To the Tune of, Polwarth on the Green. 


H O' beauty, like the roſe 
That ſmiles on Polwarth green, 
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n various colours ſhows, | 5 
As 'tis by fancy ſeenn: | | [ 

jet all its different glories ly | | — 
United in thy face, 

nd vertue, like the ſun on high, 
Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


So charming is her air, 5 — 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 9 

That to ſome angel's care i 
Each motion ſeems aſſign'd: 

But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 

The joyful moments fly, 

is il for wings they ſtole the ray 

She darteth from her eye. 


Kind am'rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 


Perfume her breath and ſmile, | It 
And wave their balmy wings: 4 

But as the tender bluſhes riſe, _ = 
Soft innocence doth warm, | | 1 


he ſoul in bliſsful extaſies 
Diſſolveth in the charm. 


7 E E D. SIDE. 


HA T beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? : 

let Mary's (till Getter than thoſe ; 5 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Not all the gay flowers of the field, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro” thoſe, a 

Such beauty and pleaſure does yield, 
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L, The warblers are heard in the grove; 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruth, 

The black-kird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſick enchant ev'ry bulb, 
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Come, | 


53 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 

And love while the feather'd folks ſing, 


Eq does my leve paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Dp they never careleſly ſtray, 

- While happily ſhelyes aſleep ? | 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, | 
Jo relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, | 
I'd ſteal an embroſial kiſs. . 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 

No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 

She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed? 


8 ON G. 


To the tune of, Woe's my heart that we ſhould ſundr 
F Hamilla then my own? 
O! the dear, the charming treaſure : 
Fortune. now in vain ſhall frown; 
All my future life is pleaſure. 


See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature; 
Smiling heaven is in her face, 
All is gay, and all is nature. 


See what mingling charms ariſe, 

Roy ſmiles, and kindling bluſhes ; 
Love fits laughing in her eyes, 

And betrays her ſecret wiſhes, 
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aſte then from th? Idalian grove, 
Infant ſmiles, and ſports, and graces ; 
pread the downy couch for loves, 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces. 


ofteſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 
This fair happy night ſurround us; 
Vhile a thouſand ſp'ritly joys _ 
Silent flutter all around us. 


Thus unſowr'd with care or ſtrife, 

Heaven till guard this deareſt bleſſing ? 
hile we tread the path of life, 

Loving (till, and {till poſſeſſing. 


A SONG. 


Madneſs 'tis for us to think, 
How the warld is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wife are ſway'd by chink. 


Fa, la, ra, &c. 


* T's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 


Then never let vain cares week us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare; 

We're ev'ry one as rich as Croeſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care, 


Fa, la, ra, Kc. 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget: 
Come, let us fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We are toping at our bowls, 

Bacchus j joining in the chorus : 
Death be gone, here's none but ſouls. 


Fa, la, ra, &c. 
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Godlike Vacchin thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, 

Ever after underſtanding 
Drinking ſouls can never dy. 
Fu, la, ra, &e. 


Muirland Willie, 


ARKEN and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Willie came to WOO, 
Tho” he could neither ſay nor do; * 
The truth I tell to you. 
Put ay he crys, whate'er betide, 
Maggy, I'ſe ha'e her to be my be 
With a fal, dal, &c, 


On his gray * as he did ride, 
With durk and piſtol by his ſide, 
He prick'd her on wi' meikle pride, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 
Till he came to her dady's door, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye vidio. 
I'm come your doghters love to win, 
J care no for making meikle din; 
What anſwer gr ye me? 
Now, wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light n 
J'll gie ye my doghters love” to win, 
With a fal, dal, Ke. 


Now, wooer, "Gi ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what town ? 
I think my doghter winna gloom 
On fic a lad as ye. 
The wooer he ſtep'd up the houſe, 


And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 


With a fal, dal, &c. 
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1 
[ have three owſen in a plough, 

wa good ga'en yads, and gear enough, 
The place they ca? it Cadeneugh; 

J ſcorn to tell a lie: 

ſides, I had frac the great laird, 
 peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, | 

Vith a fal, me. 


| The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
he was the braweſt in a' the town; 
wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
he lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waſte, 
ith a fal, &c. 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o gea. 
[4nd for my ſell you need na fear, 

Troth try me when ye like. 
He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat in his chew, | 
He dighted his gab, and ns pri'd her tn 
With a fal, &e. 


The maiden buſht, and bing' d fu law, 
She had na will to ſay him na, ' 
But to her dady ſhe left it a- 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, 
5yne ran to her dady, and tell'd him this, 
With a fal, "ns 


Your doghter wad na ſay me na, 
But to your {ell ſhe has left it a), 
As we cou'd gree between us twa; 

Say what'll ye gr me wi her ? 
Now, wooer, quo he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But ſic's I ha'e ye's get a pickle, 

With a te al, &c. 
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A kilnfu of corn I'll gre to thee, 5 
Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good mik * | Our 0c 
Ye's ha'e the wadding dinner free ; BE. Wh 
Troth I dow do na mair. : 
Content, quo? he, a bargain bet, | Now 1 
I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't, [Tho' we 
With à fal, &c. | _ i 
1 

The bridal day it came to paſs, "A 
WY mony a blythſome lad and laſs; | 
But ſicken a day there never was, joy v 

Sic mirth was never ſeen. | = Eo 15 

This winſome couple ſtraked hands, Temper 
Meſs John ty'd up the marriage bands, | For h 
With a fal, Ke. | ST 4 
| WI 

And our bride's maidens were na few, Na 
Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, . 

Frae tap to tae they were braw new, | 
And blinkit bonnilie. 7 Dr 
Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, | 
They glanced in our ladſes” een, 
With. 4 fal, &c. 

Sic hirdum, dirdum, and ſic din, 8 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; | Delia, t 
The minſtrels they did never blin, of 

WY meikle mirth and glee. Here ce 

And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, I aſk nc 
And ay. their wames together met, 525 

Wah, a 7 SC; I cat 
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| To the tune of, Carle and the king come, May ſc 

W. N we meet again, Phely, May : 

When we meet again, Phely, 

Rapt ures will reward our pain, She 

And loſs reſult in gain, Phely, | Th.: 

Or 

Long the ſport of fortune driv'n, Th 


To deſpair our thoughts were giv'n, 


V 
| Our odds will all be ev'n, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, &c. 


Now in dreary diſtant groves, | F 
Tho we moan like turtle-doves, | * 
(Suffering beſt our virtue proves, | 5: 


| And will enhance our loves, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, &c. 


| Toy will come in a ſurprize, 

Till its happy hour ariſe ; 

| Temper well your love-ſick fighs, 

For hope becomes the wiſe, Phely. 
When we meet again, Phely, | 
When we meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain, 


And loſs reſult in gain, Phely. 


7 DELIA, en her drawing him to her 
Valentine, | 
To the Tune of, Black ey'd Suſan. 


E powers! was Damon then ſo bleſt, 
. To fall to charming Delis ſhare, 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſſe 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent heav'n, 
Iaſk no more, for all my wilh is given. 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 
I felt and bleſt the new born flame. 
May ſofteſt pleaſures careleſs round her move, 
May all her nights be joy, and days be love. 


She drew the treaſure form her breaſt, 
That breaſt where love and graces play, 
O name beyond expreſſion bleſt ! 

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
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To be ſo lodg'd! the thought is extaſy, 
Who would not wiſh in paradiſe to ly? 
The Faithful Shepherd, 
To the Tune of, Auld lang ſyne. 
| HEN flow'ry meadows deck the year, 


And ſporting lambkins play, 
When ſpangl'd fields renew'd appear, 


And muſick wak*d the day 


Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 


To hear my àm'rous lay, 


Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no pow'r 


Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The warbling quires from ev'ry bough 


Surround our couch in throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 
Jo give us change of ſongs: 
Scenes 0: delight my ſoul poſſe ſs'd, 

I bleſs'd, then hug'd my maid ; 
I rob'd the kiſſes from her breaſt, 
Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade, 


Joy tranſport'ng never fails 
_ To fly away as air, 
Another ſwain with her prevail 
To be as falſe as fair. | 
What can my fatal paſſion cure? 
Pit never woo again; 
All her diſdain I muſt endure, 
- Adoring her in vain, 


What pity tis to hear the boy 


Thus ſighing with his pain; 


But time and ſcorn may give him joy, 


To hear her ſigh again. 
Ah! fickle Chloe, be a dvis'd, 
Do not thyſelf beguile, 

A faithful lover ſhould be priz d, 

Then cure him with a ſmile. 
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hence e 
or what t 
And muſt 
Which in 
And ly o 
For each 


Dear c 
Kince tis 
That cou 
Thy bea 
Nor if 1 d 
Thy bea 
Thy virt 
Nor call 


For V 
With all 
And Pall 
Bids wiſc 
Who ca 
Or who 
To thee 
With C 


If the 
Let not 
But ſmil 
Since we 
Jet pity 
Forgive 
But ever 


the r 


year, 


To 
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To the tune of, Hallow Ev'n. 
H Y hangs that cloud upon thy brow? 
That beauteous heav'n ere while ſerene ? 
Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts flow, | 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean? 
And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And ly obſcur'd in endleſs night, 
For each poor ſilly ſpeech of mine? 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 
Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, | 
hat could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends: * 

Lor if I durſt profanely try | 
Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t' upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 

Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus every heart t' enſnare, 
With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas with unuſual care, 

Bids wiſdom highten every grace, 

V ho can the double pain endure ? 

Or who muſt not refign the field, 

To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 
With Cupid's bow and Pallas? ſhield ? 
If then to thee ſuch pow'r is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 

But ſmile, and learn to copy, heaven, 
Mnce we mult fin ere it forgive. 

let pitying heaven not only does 

Forgive th” offender and th” offence, 

But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, 

the reward of penitence, 


O 3 The Yy 


Ts Mirs S. H. on her taking ſomething ll 
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The Broom f Comdenknows $ 


O W blyth ilk morn was 1 to fre 


The fwain come o'er the hill! 
He skipt the burn, and flew to me; 
I met him with good will. 
O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows; 
I wiſh T were with my dear favain, 
With his pipe and my eus. 


neither wanted ew nor lamb, 

While his flock near me lay: 

Ile gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me @' the day, 

© the! broom, GC. 


He rants 1 pipe 5 reed ſae ect, 
The burds ſtood liſtning by: 
Een the dull cattle ſtood and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody. 
O thebroom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betw=xt our flocks and play: 
I envy'd not the fatreſt dame, 
"Tho? ne'er ſae rich and S. 
0 the broum, Ke. | 
ö 
Hard fate FIR I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt fratn 
That ever yet was born. 
© the broom, &c. | 


He did oblige me ev viry hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 
He ſtaw my heart: cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 

0 the broom, KC, 


y doggie 
That he 
My plaidy 
| May ne 
Y the broon 


Adieu, ye 
Farewe 
ve gods, 
Sa I. 
0 the broc 
| The br 
Iwiſh T 

With | 


To tl 


() Le 
A 
With v 
While 
This t. 
Confeſ 
Theſe 
Firſt n 


My 


VS. 


My 


4 | 
| n 
y doggie, and my little kit | 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 0 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſhck, 
| May now ly uſeleſs by. 

D) the broom, &c. Sa 


\ieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewell a' pleaſures there 
Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave or care. = 
0 the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
{ The broom of Cowdenknows : 

1 wiſh I were with my dear ſufain, 
With his pipe and my ews, 


To CHLoE. 
To the tune of, I wiſh my love were in a mire, 


() Lovely maid! how dear's thy pow'r? 
At once I love, at once adore : 
With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 

This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am'rous maſter thine; 

Theſe eyes with Strephon's paſſion play, 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


| Yes, charming victor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another's pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by love before. 

In thee I've treaſur'd up my Joy, 

Thou can'ſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy : _ 
And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While bliſs or miſery can move. 


O ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy charms, 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 
5 | Were 
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(164 ) 
Mere hopes of dear enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love love thee alone. 
But, like ſome diſcontented ſhade 
That wanders where its body”s laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from my fair. 


Mon can'ſt 
d real w. 
bt oh! it 
ve ever lo 
Then, char 
þy thou C2 


Upon hearing his picture was in Cnlob 
| Breaſt. 
To the tune of, The fourteen of October. | To the 


VE gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt EA 


With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt? - h 5 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart. | Fi 1 5 | 
Oh gently throb,----too fierce thou art. | 8 
Tell me thou brighteſt of thy kind, b 1 
For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd? f F. N 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, = l 0 97 
Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade? | 1 A 
And thou bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 1 
Lodged fo near my Chloe's heart, if Chi 
For me the tender hour improve, Nu 
And ſoftly tell how dear I love. When 
 Ungrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, phat th 
Ingroſſing all that beauteous heaven, With} 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given. Thine e. 
J cannot blame thee : Were I lord * 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give | # 
An alms to keep a God alive. 
Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, Ya 
On theſe cold looks, that lifeleſs air, 3e 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, Teil Str 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. And tha 
| Falſe ſh 
'Tis true thy charms, O powerful' maid, Lou dec 


To life can bring the ſilent ſhade; Thou 


Caloz! 


ber, 


t? 


10 


6 165) 
ton ean'ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 

d real warmth and flames impart. 

bt oh! it ne'er can love like me, 

ve ever lov'd, and loy'd but thee: 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
y thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


Song for 4 Serenade. 
| To the tune of, The broom of Cowdenknows. 


EACH me, Chloe, how to prove 
1 My boaſted flame ſincere: 5 
Nis hard to tell how dear J love, 

And hard to hide my care. 


Bleep in vain diſplays her charms, 
| To bribe my ſoul to reſt, 
Vainly ſpreads her ſilken arms, 

| And courts me to her breaſt, 


U 


here can Strephon find repoſe, 

If Chloe is not there? 

for ah! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair. 


That tho! Phoebus from on high 
Withholds his chear ful ray, 

Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, 
And give me more than day. 


Love is the Canſe of my mourning. 


BY a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 

3e ſo kind, O ye nymphs, I oftimes heard her ſay, 
Teil Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 
Falſe ſhepherds that tell me of beauty and charms, 
Youdeceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never warms; 


Yet 
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Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his am 
| Oh Strephon | the cauſe of my mourning. 
| But firſt, ſaid ſhe,let me go 
Down to the ſhades below, 

Eer ye let Strephon know _ 
That I have lov'd him fo: 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow 

That love was the canſe of my mourning 


ever, ev 
And triump 
eaſe, O ch 
nd let my 
chou art fa 
80 J the de 


1 


Hereyeswere ſcarce cloſed when Strephon cameh 

e thought ſhe'd been ſleeping. and foftly drew rig | 
But finding her breathleſs, oh heavens! did he cry, E gales 
Ah Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning. And 
Reſtore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, uſe your at, Nr me fra 
They fighing, reply'd, *twas yourſelf ſhot the aan My brav 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs hear, In 
And kill'd the poor Chloris with mourning. w 
Ah then is Chloris dead, | Yet ma: 
Wounded by me! he (aid; 3 
P11 follow thee, chaſte maid, ow 
Down to the ſilent ſhade. ep Before 

Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning bis head, | 
Expir d the poor Strephon with mourning. ut I loo! 
855 | To he 
To Mris. A. H. on ſœci onſert Fer! cor 
| 5. A. H. on ſeeing her at a Conf how 
To the tune of, The bonnieſt laſs in the watlh 
| where my dear Hamilla ſmiles, The! 

4.4 Hamilla! heavenly charmer ; | 

Sce how with all their arts and wiles 5 
The Loves and Graces arm her. Whi 

A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 
Fair ſeats of youthful pleaſures, _ Free fc 
There love in ſmiling language ſpeaks, Haſl 
There ſpreads his roſy treaſures. heel 


O faireſt maid, I own thy pow'r, 
I gaze, I ſigh, and languiſh, 


e 

ever, ever will adore, 

Ind triumph in my anguiſh. 

eaſe, O charmer, caſe my care, 
ind let my torments move thee; 3 
chou art faireſt of the fair, EP . 
50 I the deareſt love thee. | e bo 


in his; it 


ow 1 
The Bonny Scot, . 
Fog To the tune of, The 1 9 
id he cry, E gales that gently wave the ſea, $3 
| And pleaſc the canny boat- man, 1 
your art, Near me frac hence, or bring to me, oY 
ot the dat My brave, my bonny Scot man:; | i 0 
ls heat, In haly bands | _ 
We join'd our hands, | 4 
Yet may not this diſcover, 8 
| While parents rate 1 
| A large eſtate, 5 'F 2 
| Before a faithfu? lover. 4 
s head, ds 5 9 
But T bor chaſs] in Highland glens i 
To herd the kid and goat---man, | | 
Conſart, er I cou'd for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot- -man, 
Wae worth the man | 


var 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's art to uſe, 
While ſtrangers to its paſſion, 
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Fre foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Who pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee, 
Love gi'es the word, 
Then haſte on board, 
Yet pi Fair 


* 


( 168 3 
Fair winds and tenty boat- man, 
VNViaft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder ſhore, 
My we my bonny Scot---man 


Scornfu Ws. 


To its own tune. 


ANS Vos to the Green Wood gane, 
To hear the Gowdfſpink chatt' ring, 


And Willie he has followed her, 

To gain her love by flatt'ring: 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 

She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 

She bade him mind wha pat him, 


What ails ye at my dad, gooth he, 
My minny or my aunty ? 

With crowdy mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty: 

With bannocks of good barley-meal, 

Of thae there was right plenty, 


With chapped ſtocks fou butter'd well; 


And was not that right dainty? 


Altho' my father was nae laird, 
| Tis daffin to be vaunty, 
He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 
A ha' houſe and a pantry : 
A good blew bonnet on his head, 
An owrlay bout his cragy ; 
And ay until the day he died, 
He rade on good ſhanks nagy. 


Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy ? 

Wad ye compare ye'r (ell to me, 
A docken till a tanſie? 


J have 


hve a WO 
They ca' 
3 well Iv 
5 ſweet ! 


DW Nan 
Do I not 
þ {ure the 
Was Rab 
$ minny 
Bare bait 
il ye cor 
o me y 


7 outche! 
Tho' it 
t ye may 
It is bai 
Id if I c 
Which . 
ball lay 
That he 


in Nan 
nd (aid 
> wadna 
Iken h 
E had ye 
Set ſom 
or as lan 
Ye nev« 


J have 


N 
bre a wooer of my ain, 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 
well I wat his bonny mou' 

s ſweet like fugar-candy. 


pw Nanſy, what needs a' this din? 
Do I not ken this Sandy ? 
{ure the chief of a' his kin 
Mas Rab the beggar randy: 
$ minny Meg upo' her back 
Bare baith him and his billy ; 
ill ye compare a naſty pack 
ome your winſome Willy? 


gutcher left a good braid ſword, 
Tho' it be auld and ruſty, 

t ye may tak it on my word, 

It is baith ſtout and truſty; 

d if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

ball lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


— 


en Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
nd ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 

 wadna mis to get a clout, 

ken he diſnna fear ye: 


E had yer tongue and ſay nae mair, 


St ſomewhere elſe your fancy; 
ras lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. 


Slighted Many. 


To the tune of, The Kirk wad let me be, 


And ither ſeven better to niak, 
d yet fora” my new gowns, 

My wooer has turn'd his back, 

P 


IS Ihave ſeven braw new gowns, 


Beſides 
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Beſides I have ſeven milk-ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a' my good ky, 


The ladie winna ha'e me. 9 


My dady's a delver of dikes, 
My mither can kard and ſpin. 
Andam a fine fodgel laſs, 
And the filler comes likin in: 
The filler comes likin in, | 
And it is fou fair to ſee, ._ 
And fifty times wow! O wow! 
What ails the lags at me? 


When ever our Baty does bark, 
Ihen faſt to the door I rin, 

To ſce gin ony young ſpark 

Will light and venture but in : 

But never a ane will come in, 

_ Tho? mony a ane gaecs by, 
Syne far ben the houſe J rin; 

And a weary wight am J. 


0 When I was at my firſt prayers, 
J prayed but anes i' the year, 


1 wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 


And alad with muckle year. 

When I was at my n-ift pray'rs, 
I pray'd but now and than. 

I faſh'd na my head about grar, 


if I get a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs, 


I pray on baith night and day, 
And O!] if a beggar wad come, 
With that ſame beggar I'd gae. 
And O!] and what'!] come o' me ? 
And O! and what'll Ido? 
That fic a braw laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a wocer I trow. 
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HI! 

Ik 
'hile ſang 
Iheſe I 
ut neither 
Venus I 
And yet w1 
| The ma 
T wa 
Luck) 
Auld 
But 


Nor ſnaw 
To ſpreac 
d ſyne 
Miran 
fetch 
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With 
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But ſtay, 
My miſt! 
And that 
But N 
Ye ſee | 
And ken 
For by, 
And | 

1 p 


Now ke 


Luch Thy 0 


„„ 
Lucky Nanſy. 
To the tune of, Dainty Davie. | 


HIL E fops in ſaft Italian verſe, | 
Ilk fair ane's een and breaſt rehearſe, 

'hile fangs abound and ſcene is ſcare, . 

Iheſe lines J have indited: _ 

ut neither darts nor arrows here, 

Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 

nd yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 

The maidens are delited. 

Twas ay telling you, 

Lucky Nanfy, lucky Nanſy, 

Auld ſprings wad ding the new, 

But ye wad never trow. me. 


for ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 

ſo ſpread upon my laſſie's cheeks; 

d ſyne th' unmeaning name prefix, 
Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis, 

fetch nae ſmile frae Jove, 

ly height of extaſy to prove, 

Nor Hohing, —thus—-preſent my love 
With roſes eck and lilies. wo 
4 was ay telling you, & c. 


but ſtay,——T had amaiſt forgot 
My miſtreſs and my ſang to boot, 
And that's an unco' faut I wate : © 
But Nanly 'tis nae matter. 
Te ſee I clink my verſe we rhime, . 
And ken ye, that atones the crime ; 
for by, how ſweet my numbers chime, 
And ſlide away like water. 
1 was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 


Lach Thy runkled checks and lyart hair, 
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| Thy haff ſhut een and hodling air, 


Are a' my paſſion's fewel. 2. ſhou 
Nae ſkyring gowk, my dear, can ſpe, A 

Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee ; 
Yet thou haſt charms anew for me, 1 
Ihen ſmile and be na cruel. Theſe 
| With me 


Lee me on thy ſnawy pow, | 

Lucky Nail), cy Nanſy, O ercome 
Dryeſt wood will eitheſt low, by EW 
And Nanſy ſae will ye a0. 


| Hence fr 
Troth J have ſung the ſang to you, Ye've 
Which ne'er anither bard wad do; My } 75 
Hear then my charitable vow, Hos 2 
Dear venerable Nanſy. | | ſpreac 
But if the warld my paſſion wrang, Of - 
And ſay, ye only live in fang, A _ , 


Ken I deſpiſe a ſland'ring tongue, 
And ling to pleaſe my faney. 
Leez me on thy, Me 


ASCO 7 * Cantata. 0 
J 
The tune after an Italian manner. ( | 
Venus | 
| Cmpor by Signior Lorenzo Bocchi. Jos 
h 
1 100 8 
A Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind; we d 
Jeany took pleaſure to deny bim lang; Wh 
He thought her ſcorn came frae a heart unkind, . 
Which gart him in deſpair tune up this ſang. The 
| | That's 


AIR. 
O bonny Wir e "FEM tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 
I hate to live: but O I'm wae, 
And unko ſweer to die. 
Dear Jeany, think what dowy "EI 
I thole by your diſdain; 


10 


Ah! would a breaſt ſae ſaft as yours, 


Contain a heart of ſtane ; * 


RECITATIVE. 
Theſe 8 notes did a' her pity move, 
With melting heart ſhe liſtned to the boy; 
Oercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her love : 


He in return thus Gang his riſing Joy. 


AIR. 
Hence frae my breaſt, contentious care, 
Ye've tint the power to pine; 3 


My Jeany's good, my Jeany's fair, 


And a' her ſweets are mine. 


0 ſpread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth 


Of dear enchanting bliſs, 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth 
Gre heaven with ilk kiſs. 


The TOAST. 
| To the tune of Sew yew PEGGY. 


YOME lets ha'e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loos nae dwining, 

Let's be blyth and free. 
Away with dull, here t“ ye, Sir ; 
Yeer miſtreſs, Robie, gi'es her, 
We'll drink her health wi” pleaſure, 

Wha's belov'd by thee. 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad ca' her, 
And never wiſn ane brawer, 
If ye bare-headed ſaw her 
| Kiltet to the knee, 

P3 Peggy 


C194) 
Perry a dainty laſs is, 


Come let's join our glaſſes, 


And refreſh our hauſes, „ 


With a health to thee. 

Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking, 
Give our cares the lie. 


MaGit's Tocher. 


To 11 ain tune. 


HE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 


We buckl'd us a' the gither ; 


And Maggie was in her prime, 


When Willie made courtſhip till her : 


Twa piſtals charg'd begueſs, 

Io gie the courting ſhot ; 

And ſyne came ben the Ls 

Wb ſwats drawn frae the butt, 
Ile firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 
And g yne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad gi's a bit land. 

We'd buckle us cen the gither. 


My Janghter ye. | hall hae, 
TV! gr you her b; 7 the hand; | 
But I'll part wi my wife by / fae, 
Or I part wi' my land. 

Your tocher it fall be good, 
There's nane fall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 

And Crummie who kens her ſtake : 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 

Thy're jet black o'er wi? flaes, 
Ye may cudle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right well, guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand, 


1 think o 
bn yell not 
'e are but 

Id now we 
houſe 1s bi 
d Crumm 
he bairns a 
nd they'll | 
e have NO 
t four bar 


Your toc 
or that yo 
wagood { 
d ye you 
e (hall ha 
hat anes 
he t'ane 
he ither 
Vith ane 
nd that 
WY aiker 


ind that 


Conſid 
We hae 
The hor 
s Sandy 
The (ad 
und thai 
nd wh 
L maun 

he clc 
hat 


ome | 


el 


1 li 
For te 
L mar 
0 ge; 


Aud 


pat, 1 
1 think o' modeſty, 
in yell not quat your land: 

e are but young, ye ken, 

Ia now we're gawn the gither. 
houſe is butt and benn, 

| Crammie will want, her fother, 
he bairns are coming on, | 
nd they'll cry, O their mither! 

e have nouther pat nor pan, 

t four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocKer's be good enough, 
or that you need na fear, 

wa good ſtilts to the pleugh. 

d ye your ſell maun ſteer : 

e ſhall hae twa good pocks 

hat anes were o' the tweel, 

he t'ane to had the grots, 
he ither to had the meal? 
Vith ane auld kiſt made of wands, 
nd that fall be your coffer, 

M' aiken woody bands. 

Ind that may had your tocher, 


Conſider well, guidman, 

Ve hae but borrowed gear, 

The horſe that I ride on 

s Sandy Wilſon's mare: 

The ſaddle's nane of my ain, 

ind thae's but borrowed boots, 
ind when that I gae hame, 

L maun take to my coots : 

he cloak is Geordy Watt's, 

hat gars me look ſae crouſe; 
ome fill us a cogue of ſwats, 
ell make nae mair toom ruſe. 


[ like you well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
married when little I had 

O gear that was my ain: 
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But ſin that things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come furt, 
Tho? a' the gear ſhe'll hae, . 
It'll be but little worth. 


A bargain it maun be, | 
Fy cry on Giles the mither : 

Content am I, quo” ſhe, 

Een gar the hiſſie come hither, 

The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 

The bridegroom he came till her; 

The fidler crap in at the fit, 
And they cudl'd it a the gither. 


A SONG. 


5 To the tune of, Blink over the burn, feet Bettie, 


" EAV Ekindred and fi iends, ſweet Betty, 
Leave kindred and friends for me ; 


Aſſur'd thy ſervant is ſteddy | 

Io love, to honour, and thee. 

Ihe gifts of nature and fortune 

| May fly, by chance as they came; 
They're grounds the deſtines ſport on, 

But vertue 1s eyer the ſame. 


Altho' my fancy were roving, 
Thy charms fo heavenly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, | 

Pd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
Aud ſhou'd life's ſorrows embitter 


The pleaſure we promis'd our loves, 


Io ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſunder, like doves. 


Oh ! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 

' To graſp my love in my arms! 

By thee to be graſp'd! and kiſſed ! 
And live on thy heaven of charms; 


I's 


4 laugh 
Shou'« 
Tho' dea 


Id di 


To tt 


Eleſ 

G1 
Charmir 
In lofty 
How un« 
Such (ce 
Tho? br 
They d 


Blind 
Ineithe 
I would 
And try 
Go, Ve 
As ſhe 1 
Let all 
And foo 


Whe 
And all 
In mov 
With v 
Then ſ 
My ran 
The ſo 
Betwix 


5 
laugh at fortune's caprices, 
Shou'd fortune capricious prove; 
Tho death ſhou'd tear me to pieces, 
Id die a martyr to love. 2 


A 80 N G. 
To the tune of, The bouny gray=ey'd mornings 


Eleſtial muſes, tune your lyres, 
IC Grace all my raptures with your lays, 
Charming, enchanting Kate inſpires, 
In lofty ſounds her beauties praiſe : 
How undeſigning ſhe diſplays 
Such ſcenes as raviſh with delight ; 
Tho” brighter than meridian rays, 


They dazzle not, but pleaſe the ſight. 


Blind God, give this, this only dart, 
I neither will nor can her harm, 

I would but gently touch her heart, 

And try for once if that cou'd charm. 

Go, Venus, uſe your fav'rite wile, 

As ſhe is beauteous, make her kind, 

Let all your graces round her ſmile, 


And ſooth her till I comfort find. 


When thus, by yielding, I'm o'crpaid, 
And all my anxious cares remov'd, _ 
In moving notes I'll tell the maid, 

With what pure laſting flames I lov'd. 
Then ſhall alternate life and death, 

My raviſh'd flutt'ring ſoul poſſeſs, 

The ſofteſt tend'reſt things VII breath, 
Betwixt each am'rous fond careſs. 
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To the tune of, The broom of Comdentnows, 


Ubjected to the pow'r of love, 
By Nell 's reſiſtleſs charms, 
The fancy fixt no more can rove, 
Or fly love's ſoft alarms. 


Gay Damon had the {kill to ſhun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 

Untill his freedom was undone 
By Nell the conquering maid. 


But who can ſtand the force of love, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill: 
Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 
And wouad us with onr will. 


O happy Damon, happy fair, 
What Cupid has begun 

May faithful Hymen take a care 

| To ſee it fairly done. 


80 1 6. 


To the tune of Logan Water. 


Vitas hinnuleo me ſimilis, Chloe. 


EL L me, Hamilla, tell me why : 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 


Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the fawn, with fear oppreſod. 


Seeking its mother ev ry where, 
It ſtarts at ev*ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet 1 
0 gaze the 
ot with a h 

age, tor 


| Ceaſe the 
t haſte al 
d grown 
eave mam. 


T 


HE 
We 
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The lave 
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Ve hang 
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For c 
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@ 179 ) 
And yet I keep thee but in view, | 
o gaze the glories of thy face. 
ot with a hateful ſtept purſue, 
age, to rifle every grace. 


| Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
t haſte all rivals to outſhine, 

d crown mature, and ripe for joy, 

eave mamma's arms, and come to nine. 


A South- Sep Sang, 


Tune of, F, or our lang viding here. 


HEN we came to London 5 n, 
We dream'd of gowd in goupings —_ 
nd rantinly ran up and down, 
tiſing ſtocks to buy a skair: 
Ve daftly thought to row in rowth, 
ut for our daffin pay'd right dear; 
The lave will fare the war in trouth, 
For our lang biding here. 


But when we fand our purſes toom, 
ind dainty ſtocks began to fa”, 
Ve hang our lugs, and wi' a gloom 
irn d at ſtockjobbing ane and 2 
If ye gang near the South-ſea Houle, 
he whilly wha's will grip ye'r gear, 
dVne a' the lave will far the war, 
For our lang biding here. 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


BELL, thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain, 

When night returns I feel the ſmart, 

And with for thee in vain, 
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Pm ſtarving i in cold, while thou art warm : 


er Anni 

Have pity and incline, | * 

| How Ic 
y And grant me for a hap that chart». ame up 
N ing petticoat of thine. Let ne 
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| My raviſh'd fancy in amaze, 


Still wanders o'er thy charms, 
Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways, 
Preſent thee to my arms. 


But waking think what ! endure, 


And fa 


Joes the « 
Can t) 
an lap- d 


| While cruel you decline That 
Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 1 
| This panting breaſt of mine. And 5 
5 J faint, I fail, and wildly rove, _ n 
20 Becauſe you ſtill deny 
Wl The juſt reward that's due to love, | ſhox 
"A And let true paſſion die. Or yet 
4 Oh! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize ar thee 
, 1 That lovely breaſt of thine; _ That 
4 Thy petticoat could give me eaſe, Rouze up 
| j bl thou and it were mine. And d 
| . | 0! as th 
9 Sure heaven has fitted for delight Fa 4 
fitt l nd t 
3 That beauteous form of thine, | 
Wl And thou'rt to good its law to flight, Shall a P 
Mt 8 By hindring the deſign. Tho? 
W May all the powers of love agree, by adori 
Cl At length to make thee mine, And 
. Or looſe. my chains, and ſet me free Rouze u 
| | From ev'ry charm of thine. And 1 
| 0! ast 
[ | Love Wa . ay 
0! thir 
A SONG to the tune of. — Chami ma That 
chattle, ne duce har mi. Eer ſqu 
| Tor 
HEN innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 2 


Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 


E'er 
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er Annie became a fine lady in town, 

| How lovely and loving and bonny was ſne? 

aue up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 

Letne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a- jee 
D! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and cany, 
And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee; 

an lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frae theſe een, 
That look with indiff-rence on poor dying me ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 

And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; 

)! as thou art bonny, be prudent and cany, 

And think on a thy _ wha doats upon thee. 


ſhou'd a new manto or Flanders lace head, 

Or yet a wee cottie, tho? never ſae fine, 

ar thee grow forgetfu', and let his heart bl eed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautify? Annie, 

And dinna prefer ye'r fleegeries to me; 

0! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and cany, 

And tent a true lover that doats upon thee, 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany, 

Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 

dy adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 

And aim at theſe beniſons promis'd to me? 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 

0! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and cany, 

Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


0! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 


That ſlade away faftly between thee and me, 
er ſquirrels, or beaus, or foppery had power 

To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee. 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 

And let thy deſires be a' center'd in me; 


Q 0: 


» 
PO 3 q 7 . 1 A 
e tee ner 4 K 2 * 
2 * _ p 
= ory» — 


nr. ch tam edi gin of 
— Es — 


— _ inn 
r 
EE ne IRE ammo 


Joes the death of alintwhite give Annie the ſpleen? 


* — 
224+ . 


— 


ve Ps age ne OE 
Tia 


8 8 . 3 8 
5 . E 

--Þ J r 7 i 

* 3 —— 2 1 — — 


— vey 
. N — 2-9 


an +4 A 

3 # »” * 
A * ; 3 
GY on 


--, KR 


Tos, 


Sa 


FO 
* 
13 


8 n= * 4 : 
S 
PRA DL 2 ONS 


> 
OE 


. — WW : —— 
225 


= 4 N x 
— bs - x} * 
cr 


33 ou 
as thouart bonny, be faithtu? and cany, 
And love him wha's langing to center in the, 


De Bob of Dumblane. 


: | Bo SSI E, lend me your braw hemp heckl,, 

| And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 

If ye'll godance the Bob of Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye'r trunkie: 
Bulk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane. 


Be frank, my laſſie, leſt T grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 

Ve did nae accept of the Bob of Dumblane, 
The dinner, the piper and prieft ſnall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowy with lying my lane, 
Away then leave baith minny and dady, . 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. 


$ONG complaining of Abſence, 
To the tune of, My Apron deary. 


XH Chloe! thou treaſure, thou joy of my brell 
{A Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger tor 
I fiy to the prove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return, 
The fields all azound me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain—— my Chloe's away : 
The field and the grove can afford me no calc, 
But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 
I'm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing with charms, 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye; 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, Icry. | 
| > Thele 
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heſe look 


thron 
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was thu: 


W hus gaz'd 


Then, t 
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t now 


Ih ſecret 1 


ut abſenc 
ſy Chloe 


D! would 
Then abſe 


To 
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D Wh 
thouſai 
ind in h 
She ſeem 
For ſhe : 
Such ſwe 


The gufl 


Her fe 
Her brea 
I hear a1 
And taſt: 
Four ſer 
From n: 
Let me 


And If 


any, 
er in the, thron'd, 
nd ſmiling diffuſes his influence round,  6z 
| was thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer, amaz'd; 
Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and lov'd while I gaz d. 
heckly, | | | | 3 
ne; Then, then the dear fair one was ſtill in my ſight, 
was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; 
. r now by hard fortune remov'd from my fair, 
nkies ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair, 
3 ut abſence and torment abate not my flame, 
ſy Chloe's (till charming, my paſſion the ſame; 
bare. would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 
| Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I would be bleſt. 
SONG. 
ane. To the tune of, I fixed my fancy on her. 
zady, | Fe: | 55 | 
44g DRIGH T Cynthia's power divinely great, 
f D What heart is not obcying? N 
| thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
| ind in her eyes are playing. 
. dne leems the queen of love toreign ; 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
duch ſweets as beſt can entertain 
. The guſt of all the ſenſes. 
ny bien Her face a charming proſpect brings, 


er to re, 


Ourn, 


turn, 
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eſe looks where bright love, like the ſun, ſits en- 


Her breath gives balmy bliſſes; 
bear an angel when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of heaven in kiſſes. 

Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : 

Let me the other ſenſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. 


22 A SONG. 


« 


ACE 
ey OI ION 
DDr 


338 


* Tag 
8 


FC 


c — IM 2 
. — . Ip 


n 
8 8 


81 


3 
one 


SAD; rt 


Y 3 ” & 8 
2 


SD 
ISS 


, ti; 
_ 
SE, 
k Hi 
7 J 1 
4 jt 
IP. . 
0 
. 
"yo 141 Mt 
„ 
i 
1 '} 
i 
_ 
! 
WH 
ie 
„ 
WY I 
1 
3. 199 
8 ix 
„ 
"1 , bl 
. 1 
25 . 
_ 
Y} i "} 
7 i? 
* 
. r , 


oder =o — — 


4 — mg - — — — 
SEE RE — — = 9 n 
* - — — 3 2 8 "2 n — _ 
— ES ES a > — — — 
: —— 8 


6840 


„„ | Tere. 

1 8 0 N . b To e 

To the Tune of, Ilhc'd a bony Lach- mY 5 
E L L me, tell me, charming creature, | Tell tha 


Will you never eaſe my pain? And 
Niuaft ] die for every ſeature ? | 
Mult I always love in vain 2? 
The deſire of admiration | 
Is the pleaſure you purſe ; 
Pray thee, try a laſting paſſion, Js 
Such a love as mine for you. T 
; | Beguilir 
I wande 
Till the 
] kept 
But Cu 
And M 


Tears and ſighing could not move you; 
For a lover ought to dare: | 
When I plainly told Ilov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſcem ing? 
Will my dear be fickle fill? 


| Conqueſt is the joy of women, Wil 

Let their ſlaves be what they will. No ran 

5 AD OY ES Her fr. 

Your neglect with torment fills me, Her lo 

And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe ; No bor 

Pray conſider, if you kill me, Gince f 

You will have a lover leſs. This | 

If your wand'ring heart is beating In nat 
For new lovers, let it be: 

But when you have done coquetting, Had 1 

Name a day, and fix on me. Vd aſk 

| h There 

The REPLY. or | 

3 —.— Deſpil 

N vain, fond youth; thy tears give o'er; Td im 

What more, alas! can Flavia do? _ Je 

Toy truth I own, thy fate deplore : P4 dv 

| are not happy that are true. | 
Suppreſsuthoſe ſighs, and weep no more; By 
Should heaven and earth with thee combine, Cont: 


?T wete 


Lach. 


ure, 


Werle 


. „ 
Twere all in vain, ſince any power, 
To crown thy love muſt alter mine. 


But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 
I'll footh the ills I cannot cure, 
Tell that I drag a hopleſs chain, 

And all that I inflit endure. 


The Riſe in Yarrow. 


To the tune of, Mary Scot. 
TRY WAS ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolw'd a while to fly from care, | 
Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, | 
I wander'd o'er the braes of Yarrow ; 
Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 
I kept my heart, my own fecure ; 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive? 

No ranſom take for Mary's ſlave? 

Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me: 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 

No bondage may with mine compare, 

Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 

This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. | 


Had T of heaven but one requeſt, 

Id aſk to ly in Mary's breaſt ; 

There would I live or die with pleaſure, 

Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure ; 
Deſpiſing kings and all that's great, | 

Id ſmile at courts and courtiers fate; 

My joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 

I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow, 


But tho? ſuch bli(s I ne*er ſhould gain, 
Contended ſtill III wear my chain, 
Q 3 
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In kopes my faithful heart may move her ; on as the n 
For leaving life Pl] always love her. The beam 
What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? met betime 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, moſt prove kind; In fit retre 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, =. 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow. eeath the 
I | Z | | Gazing a 
The fair Penitent. Fe Kils'd ar 
| | | ro wy Till night 
A SON G,—To its ain tune, ſpitied all 
8 En king 
AT laſs to a frier came | Þ raptures 
To confeſs in a morning early. | Which ce 
In what, my dear, are you to blame? f 2 
Come own it all ſincerely. '$ od I be 
I've done, Sir what I dare not name, | Where 
With a lad who loves me dearly, | 4 caſt upe 
| | | | Where 
The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, et hopes : 
Is what I now diſcover. | Jo feaſſ 
Then you to Rome for that muſt g 5 al make 
There diſcipline to ſuffer. RED n proſp 
Lake a day, Sir! if it muſt be & ] 
Fray with me ſend my lover, | þ all my | 
5 To let 
No, no, my dear, you do but Shae, ace ſhe « 
We'll have no double dealing ; | | In her 1 
But if with me you'll repete the ſame,  Woonerthe 
PII pardon your paſt failing. { Their 
TI muſt own Sir, tho? I bluſ for ſhame, Pn Gree! 
That your penance is prevailing. before 
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The 15 time I came ver the Moor. | Phevex 


ind that 


f i HE Liſt time I came o'er the moor, | Tho? 
60 I leltmy love behind me; Then H. 


Ye powers ! what pain do] 3 | | My 1 
| When ſoft ideas mind me ? | Where, 


My 1 


Soon 
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on as the ruddy morn diſplay d 
| The beaming day enſuing, 
met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing, 


Pac the cocting ſhade we ky, 

| Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ; 

e kiſsd and promis'd time awa 

Till night ſpread her black curtain, | 
bitied all beneath the skies, | 

F Evn kings when ſhe was nigh me; 
 raptures I beheld her eyes, 

| Which could but ul deny me. 


| Dod! be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 
r caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 

| Where dangers, may furround me : 
|: hopes again to fee my love, 

| To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, _ 
ball make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


} þ al my ſoul there's not one cs 

| To let a rival enter: 

Ince ſhe excels in every grace, 

In her my love ſhall center. 

boner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow. 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 

Dn Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 

| Before I ceaſe to love her. 


| The next time I go o'er the moor, 

| She ſhall a lover find me; 

Ind that my faith is firm and pure, 

| Tho? I left her behind me; 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall ein 
My heart to her fair boſom, 

There, while my being does remain, 


My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom, 
The 
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The Life of Peary” n Mil, 


H E Laſk of Peaty's mill, 

| So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In ſpight of all my ſkill, 5 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay. 
Bare-headed on the green, 

Love 'midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd 1 in her een. 


Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 


Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 


To age it would give youth, 


To preſs em with his hand. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 


An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fant 
Wrapt ina balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 


Like flowers which grace the wild, 


She did her ſweets impart, 
When cer ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 

She me to love beguil'd, 

I wiſh'd her for my bride, 


O had J all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 


And pleaſures at my will; 


Id promiſe and fulfil, 


That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Peaty's mill, 2 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


With all t 
With honc 
WT ll I retu 
| Forr 


| Be caref 
ith ſoul 
Who kno 
Wit 
Tell her, 
For me, v 

And have 
Tha 


Let all 
And fools 
In queſt o 
1 101 
et little 
In ſhadow 
hoſe he 

Pro\ 
But ca 
Falr Deliz 
Her virtu 
Which 
Let poets 
Employ t 
Let ſons 


With 


GREEN 


12 | 


EEN 


1 5 


E watchful guardians of the fair, Ws, 

J Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 1. 
N my dear Delia take a care, 1 
Andirepreſent her lover by 
With all the gaity of youth, 16 
With honour, juſtice, love and truth; N 
ill Treturn, her paſſions ſooth, j W. 
For me, in whiſpers move her, __ 
| Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, == N ſo 
th ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, N 
Mho knows no virtue but to ſave, BY 
| Wich glaring gold bewitch her. 4 


Well her, for me the was deſign'd, pets, 2 
For me, who know how to be kind, 

ud have mair plenty in my mind, 

| Than one who's ten times richer, 
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Let all the world turn upſide do un, 
And fools run an eternal round, . | 4 
uu queſt of what can ne'er be found, | 1 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. 
et little minds great charms eſpy, 
In ſhadows which at diſtance ly, 
hoſe hop'd for pleaſures, when come nigh, = 
Prove nothing in fruition. | | 


But caſt into a mold divine, 

Falr Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 
Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure, 
Let poets, in ſablimelt lays, 

Employ their ſkill her fame to raiſe; 
Let ſons of muſic paſs whole days, 


With well-tun'd reeds to pleaſe her. 


i #9 
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| The Yellow-hair'd La d die. . How joyK 


en danci 


5 1 | eſs what 
1 April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain MW hich ſpar! 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſuain; ¶ Ittend my 
The Yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go rezthe irn t 
To wilds & deep glens, where the hawthorn trees gi NMone's hap! 


I long's y. 
There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thom, | 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and mon: Wi 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a ſound, AM 


That Silvans and Fairies unſeen nes around, M 
10 
| T he ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho? young Maya be faz * H 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing 
Her breath ke the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring 
That Madie in all the gay bloom of ker youth, | wo 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke truth Wi I ch 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, For Jean 
And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. he * 
That 3 fine daughter with all her great don N 4 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſowr: And Kill 
Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would parents agree, | 
The wy Fveet Safe his miſtreſs might be. Eon 
[Refuſes | 
N A N N 1 2 Her yielc 
But too 1 
| W HILE ſome. for pleafure pawn their heal, No mor: 
Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, | But look 
PY fave myſelf, and without ealth, | Whallt 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny Surprifir 
She bids more fair t' engage a Tore 
Than Leda did or Danae O. | A th 
Were I to paint the queen of loye, He mo! 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny O0. His for 


How WW Now w! 
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„ 
How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 

Fhen dancing ſhe moves finely---O, 
gueſs what heaven is by her eyes, 


plain nich ſparkle ſo divinely---O. 141.0 
ſwan; tend my vow, ye Gods, while I 1 
880 br-2the in the bleſt Britannia, bf 
ces grow, one's happineis 1 ſhall envy, By! 

Ns long's ye grant me Nanny O. "0 
d mom. CHORUS, TY 
d, | © My bonny, bonny Nanny---O, 1 
und. | My lovely charming Nanny---0, Frm 

| J care not tho? the world know. 45,090 
7a be fur, WW * How dearly I love Nanny---0, l 
| air; | | 1 ut 
- 8 Bonny FE A NV. 1 
| OV F's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 1 
an Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, il 10 ; 
zen den WIN TP N 
5 Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, wel! 
e ca. or Jeany's haughty heart muſt bleed. | 

The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
at don rom Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 

Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 
_ And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 


No more the nymph, with haughty air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind addreſs; 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
hat too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
health, No more the youth is ſullen now, 
| | But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt every day he ſpys ſome new 
durpriſing charms in bonny Jean. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, a 
How Now when his Jcany is turn'd kind: 


Riches 


: (198 
| Riches his looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean ; 


The chearful hound and horn give pain, 


If abſent from his bonny Jean. a 

The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, When M 

Which even in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; And lo 

When funk in downs, with glad amaze, Piyth Da 

He wonders at her in his dreams. | loipe 

All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks mcre bright Ceng dor 

Than Tro, 's prize, the Spartan « queen, And J. 
With breaking day, he lifts his ſight, 7 

And pants to ho with bonny Jean. ng 

That 

Jyrou the wood Laddie, Aud Ma 

juſt m 

Sandy, why bw thou thy Nelly tc to mourn: [ter chee! 

Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me: . Her es 

| When naiching can pleaſe me: Ar lool 

Now dow ie l ſigh on the bank of the burn. | Her li 

Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. ] 

Tho' woods now are bonny,and mornings are cl 4s down 

While lav rocks are ſinging | What 

And primroſes ſpringing; is check 

7 Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, Ep 

When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear, | Sms 

That I am \ forſaken, Ga ſpare no to tell : In yond 

Im faſh'd wi” their ſcorning, {| Love 

Baith evening and morning; 

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi? a knell, | What p 

When throw the wood, laddie, L wander my ſell, Andi 

For, gar 

Then ſtay, my dear Sandy. nae langer ys | | They 

But quick as an arrow, And tha 

Haſte here to thy marrow, Sic pl 

Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, Goth! 


When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing and And 
play. 


Dow! 


rn. 


Ear, 


ing and 


Dow! 
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Down the burn Dav1 E. 


* 


| And broom bloom' d fair to ſee ; 
When Mary Nas compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 


Io ſpeak her mind thus free, 
ang down the burn, Davie, ove, 
And Ifnall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burnſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 

| Juſt meet to be a bride ; | 

[Her cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 

Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 

| What tender tales they ſaid! 

Eis check to hers he aft did lay, 

And with her boſom play'd ; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 

Io be maar fully bleſt, | 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down 
Love only ſaw the reſt, 


| What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 


And naething ſure unmeet; 
For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a wa'k fac ſweet ; 
And that they aften ſhou'd return 
| Sic pleaſure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. 


R 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, : 


Blyth Davy's blinks her heart did move ; 
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SONG, 


wo 
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My paſſion with your beauty grew, 

While Cupid at my heart, 

Still as bis mother favour'd you, 
Ihrew a new flaming dart, 


Was ev 


S O NG. Phe knows 

„„ he does 1 

To the tune of, Gilder Roy. Fut calmly 

A H { Cloris, cou'd I now but fit She cal 

| As unconcern'd, as when Phe ſmiles 

Your infant beauty cou'd beget FA boſom 

Dos happineſs or pain. | lalpires m 
When I this dawning did admire, 

And prais'd the coming day, | | fall a 

I little thought that riſing fire, Wer anſw 

| Wou'd take my reſt away, Chen ſof 

= : = My trem 

Jour charms in harm leſs childhood lay, | 

As metals in a mine. | By nig 

Age from no face takes more away, 1 ſtart up 

Than youth conceal'd in thine: [The fair 

But as your charms inſenſibly And only 

To their perfection preſt; 

So Ic 'e as unperceivd did fly, Mares 

nter?d in I f un 

And center d in my breaſt, | Hath al 


| Commer 


Each gloried in their wanton part; To 
To make a lover, he my 

Employ'd the utmoſt of his art ;— 0 

To make a beauty, ſhe. of 

f | For I've 

A S ON G And I f 

Io the tune of, The Yellow-hair'd Laddie. Whe 

| | I whin's 

V E ſhepherds & nymphs that adorn the gay plain, But I fe 

Approach from your ſports, & attend to my (tra, Were þ 


Amongſt all your number a lover ſo true, 
Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 
Was 


dre. 


LY plain, 
y ſtrain, 


iew. 
Was 


[Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 
W trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


I art up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 
The fair fleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 


Nor thank ſhe ſhou'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire ; 
| Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her flave, 
| Commend her to heaven, and thyſelf to the grave. 


| For I've try'd the endearments & pleafures of love, 
And I find they're but nonſenſe & whimſies, by Jove. 


Were byprociſy, paint, and /e/f-intereft, by Jove. 


r 
Wasever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 2 
Phe knows me fincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
kc does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
put calmly and mildly religns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 
he ſniles when I'm chearful, but hears not my lighs, 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 

Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair! 
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I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears; 
By night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with care, 


Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 


SONG. 


To the tune of, hen ſhe came ben ſhe bobed. 


ME, fill me a bumber, my Jolly brave boys, 
let's have no more female impert'nence & noiſe; 


When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a faint, 
But I found her religion, her face and her oye, 


| R 2 Sweet 
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5 Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing a 
Her e:tſide was orderly, modeſt and fair; 


Rut her ſoul was ſophiſticate, ſo wag her love, P 
For I found ſhe was only a trumpet, by Joe. <= 
| And when 
Little double gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me at lt: Dumbarte 
(Fon know marriage and money together does beſt.) hey are 
But the baggage forgetting her vows and her love, E 
Gave her gold to a ſniv'ling dull co comb, by Jove. Bll \ 
| Aud he K. 
come fili me a bumper then, Illy brave boys; 82 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noif:: 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love 
And for ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor them, by Jore A 
Dumbarton's Drums hh 
| 2 y FTheſe ar 
OY WT, | Obtain 
Unba!ton's drums beat bonny——O, Welcome 
When they mind me of wy dear Jonny —0, Wi Sie a 
How happy am I, Ind mal 
When my ſoldier is by, As Iv 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annle-—0:1 ; FE 
Tis a ſol ſier alone can delight me 0, Methink: 
For his gracetul looks do invite me O: A tho 
MW uhile guarded in his arms, {Whilſt t. 
I'll fear no wars alarms, Fach 
| Neither danger nor death ſhall e' er fright me 0. Vince you 
| | 1 | | With 
My love is a handiome laddie O, Streams 
Genteel, but nc'cr foppiſh nor gaudy——O : As the 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, ö 
Yet I'll buy him one this year; Deſpiſe 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie —0. Let tl 
A ſoldier has honour and bravery—0, Who cai 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery— 0 Whil 
He minds no other thing But ſank 
But the laddies or the king; Let y 
For every other care is but ſlayery——O, 18 pl 
vw 


Then 


h 
Then IIl be the captain's lady O, 
Farewell all my friends and my daddy—O, : 


iſning ay 


* Ill wait no more at home, 

Os But I'll follow with the drum, 

5 dwhene'er that beats I'll be ready 0. 
ie at fil: ¶ Dumbarton's drums ſounds bonny—0, 

s beſt.) hey are ſprighty like my dear Jonny. — 0: 
ter love, How happy ſhall I be, | 

M| ove. When on my ſoldier's knee, 


dhe kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie — 0! 


boys; 
d noſe! 
love; 


y Jove, 


Auld lang Jane 


$ HOULD auld 3 be forgot, 
Tho? they return with ſcars? 

Theſe are the ry hero's lot, 

| Obtain'd in glorious wars : 

Welcome, my VARO, to my breaſt, 

f lu 5. arms about me twine, 

ind make me once again as bleſt, 

As I was Iang yas. 


y—0 


Pethinks around us on each bough, 
| A thouſand Cupids play, 
[Whilſt thro? the groves I walk with you, 
Fach object makes me gay: 
0. Luce your return the fun and moon 

With brighter beams do ſhine, | 

Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpile the court and din of ſtate; 3 
Let that to their ſhare full, 
bꝰho can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
—0: While bounded like a ball: 
But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 
Well pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang , 
Then Oer 
| R 3 
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Oe'r moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
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You may purſue the chace, 


And, after a bly th bottle, end 


All cares in my embrace: 


| _ in a vacant rainy day 


You ſhall be wholly mine; 


We'll make the hours run ſmooth . 


And laugh at lang ſyne. 
The hero, pleas'd with the ſweet air, 


And ſigns of generous love, 


Which had been utter'd by the fair, 


Bow'd to the pow'rs above: 
Next day, with conſent and glade haſte, | 
Th? approach'd the facred ſhrine ; 


Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 


And put them out of pou: 


The Loſi of Lives rox. 


P. with her fighting Jamie's lee 


Bell dropt a tear -Bell dropt a tear, 
The Gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas'd to hear well pleas'd to hear, 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 
From her own tongue from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, | 


And thus ſhe ſung—and thus the ſung: 


Bleſt days when our en . 
More frank and kind more frank and kind, 
Did not their loy'd adorers vex; 
But ſpoke their mind but ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe Promiſs'd fair, 
Wou'd he return—wou'd he return, 
She neꝰ er again wou'd give him care, 
Or cauſe him mourn—or cauſe bim mourn. 


Why lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain, 
Yet ſtill t ought ſhame—yet ſtill thought ſhame, 


When he m 
To own m) 
Why took 

And ſeem t 
Which ma 


dy ſlighte 


| Ye fair, 
Oun your 
While lov 
Fans up tl 
O do not 
Or low de 
Refuſe to 
But anſwe 


Thus 
Wim flo 

Glad Jai 
K ith ſv 
Some G. 
His min 
| Flew to 
Im re 


When 


gue, 


IMC, 


When 


(199 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 
ro own my flame—to own my flame? 
Why took I pleaſure to torment, 
And ſeem too coy—and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now alas lament 


) Ply ſighted) 3 ſighted | Joy. 


| Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
fn your deſire—own your deſire, 


Fans up the fire—fans up the fire. 
0 do not with a filly pride, 

or low deſign—or low deſign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride. 

But anſwer plain—but anſwer plain. 


| Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 
With ſweet ſurpriſe with ſweet ſurpriſe. 
Some God had led him to the grove; 
His mind unchaug'd his mind unchang'd, 
Few to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 
Im reveng d—1 am reveng d! 


PEGGY, I muſt love thee, 


N from a rock paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwrackt Colin ſpying 
| His native ſoil, o*ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying: 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe; 
| | New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 

Low with deſpair my ſpirits moy'd, 
To be for ever parted ; 


Wbile love's young pow'r with his ſoft wing | 


Thus 
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Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 
T foundin Peggy's mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, . 


ich ilka g 
Her lips, 


But virtue more engaging. | nd Mary 

1 | Her cen 
| Then now orice happily Ive hit, | ſhe's ay ſat 
I' have no more delaying; 3 (She kills 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, Ich as a 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: she blot 


Ind guides 


Tl haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
* 0 Jove 


Since marriage can my fears oppoſe: 
Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I mult love thee. 


Dear Beſſ. 
| Ye unc 
Dur fancic 
| Ye are { 
Wae's me 
| To anc 
Then I'll 
| And bi 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my caſe for many a year, 

Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 
Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, | 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 


Belly ben . Mary: Gray. 


Oo Beſſy Bell and IE Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes, 


They bigg'd a bower on Jon dee 
And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cow'a alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 


HO 


To fields 
For deep 
And love 
Leave t 
Gang th 


T bey gar my Raney falter. b 

| en 
Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint- tap; By 128 
She ſmiles like a May morning. you p 
When Phoebus ſtarts frae T dell lap, = the 1 


The hilis with ra''s adornin 
White is her neck, ſaft is her head, 
Her waſte and feet's fu genty; 


With 


=: 2 
Vithilka grace ſhe can comman d; 
Her lips, O wow |! they're dainty. 


nd Mary's locks are like a craw, 

W Her cen like diamonds glances ; 
ſhe's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances ; 

Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
she blooming, tight, and tall is; 
Ind guides her airs fac gracefu' ſtill, 
0 [ove ! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ie unco fair oppreſs us; 

Dur fancies jee between you twa, 

Ve are fic bonny laſſes: 

Wae's me! for baith I canna get, 

To ane by law we're ſtented; 

Then III draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. | 


I' never leave thee. 


5 | Jonny. 
HO” for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou'd 
| reave me, | 5 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee: 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indented ; 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 
NELLY. | 

O Jonny, I'm jealous when'er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe rover ; 
And nought i” the warld wad vex my heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me 
A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jonny 


r 
1 
* 


CY 


—— r — 
8 —— 


8 * WELD, 5 
5 Ire — ho 


2. 
- - 
— 


„„ 
CO es =o. Co. | 
My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye. 
For, while my blood's warm, I'll kindly careſ ye 
Your blooming fatt beauties firſt beeted love's firs 
| Your vertue and wit make it ay flame the higher, 
Leave thee, leave thee, Vil never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 
Ds NELLY. REEL 
Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtris, for love gars me trowye 
And gin you prove fauſe, to ye'r {ell be it ſaid then, 
Yell win but ſma' honour to wrang a kind maiden, 
| Reave me, reave me, heavens | it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me, 
. Jo NN. 
Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the ſtudy, 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time, believe Pll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
Ihe ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins &er I deceive thee, 


My Deary, if you die. 


: 1 never more ſhall give me pain, 


My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if you die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's ſo true to me. 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou die. | 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
low ſhall J lonely tray? 
In dreary dreams the night I'll waſte, 
In ſighs the ſilent day. 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee: 
Then I'li renounce all woman-kind, 


My Peggy, after thee. No 


new blow 
With Cup 
it thine wh 
Must all tl 
was this tl 
| Gave Joy 

q when it 


With Pe 


e powers t 
And in ft 
Jou who its 
Wich pit 
eſtore my 
| Thoſe cl 
I! never 


| I'm loſt, 


| 


DVWEE 
D Wh 
For the 1c 
| Buy m 
Keek into 


| Ind ther, 


Keeking 

What 
dYne a 
I dro 
Had the 


Had the 


00d 8 
Con 


(ez li 
new blown beauty firesmy heart . 1-0 
ye. With Cupid's raving rage, A = 4 
careſ et thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, 1 
ve's 5 Muſt all the world engage. f i 
higher. MWM'was this that like the morning ſun 1 
nee, Gave joy and life to me; 3 ky 1 
me. q when its deſtin'd day is done, i, 0 
| n 
With Peggy let me die. "Fe 
ow ye BN 
e trow re. We powers that ſmile on virtuous love, fp 
[21d then, And in ſuch plea ure ſhare * if 
- maiden, Nou who its faithful flames approve, 1 
me Wich pity view the fair. | WY 
A eſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, ö 
| Thoſe charms ſo dear to nie; 0 
dy, qu! never rob them from thoſe arms: | - ny 
- ruddy, I loſt, if Peggy die. Ih 
bey ye, 2 
YE. My Jo JAx ET. 
ve thee WEE T Sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
| Buy me a keeking glaſs then 
Keek into the draw well, 
| Janet, Janct ; * 
n there yell ſee yer bonny ſell, 
My Jo Janet. | 
Kecking in the draw-well clear, 
What if I ſhould fa' in, | 
dyne a' my kin will ſay 8 ſwear, 
I drown'd my ſell for ſin. 
Had the better be the brae, 
Janet, Janet; 
Had the better be the brae, 
My Jo Janet. 
ood Sir, for your courteſie, 
Comin ing through Aberdeen en, | 
No For 


1 (204 * 
For the love ye bear to me, 


Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. ch diſtanc 


| But 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, Cre 
2: Janet, Janet, 92 | That doc 
Ae par may gain ye haf a year, _ be firſt is 
My To Jexet. May nei 
But what if dancing on the green, it it be 
And ſkipping like a mau king, r 
If they ſhow'd ſee my elouted ſhoon, Ia if it be 


Of me they wil be tauking, . 


| You neec 
Dance ay laigh, and late at een, dr if you 
Janet, Janet, That ſee: 


Syne a their fauts will no be ſeen, 
A Jo Janet. 


Kind sir, for your courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
uy me a pacing horſe then. 


give you 


| The reſt 


| \ ULD 


PRE —_—— 8 — o 
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| Pace ups” your ſpinning-wheel, He's t 
Janet, Janet, s fourſco 
Pace ups) your ſpinning-wheel, Þll Rob 
| N y Jo Janet. i 
9 d your 
My ſpinning- wheel is auld and ſtiff, or his eild 
The rock o't w inna ſtand, Sir, hey'll ne 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, br he's fo 
_ Employs aft my hand, Sir. ; | 

Make the beſt o't that ye can, ad your 
Janet, Janet, pr he's be 

But like it never wale a man, e ſhall 1) 
My Jo Janet. ald Rob 

A SONG. eb 

= | 0 8 A— 1 

t es out-. 

To the tune of, John Anderſon my Jo. id Rob 


we means this niceneſs now of late, 


Since time that truth does prove? bo" aud 
die 


Jo. 


Such 


1 
ch diſtance may conſiſt with ſtare, 
But never will with love. 

i either cunning or diſdain 

That does ſuch ways allow; 
he firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 
May neither happen you. 


r if it be to draw me on, 

| You over- act your part; 

nd if it be to have me gone, 
Vou need not haff that art: 

dr if you chance a look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a frown, 

| give you all the love that's paſt, 
[Ther reſt ſhall be my own, 


Auld RoB Monnis. 
MIT HER. '- 


\ ULD Rob Morris that wins in yon glen, (men, 
He's the king of good fellows, and wale of auld 

bs fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too; 

ud Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 

DOU GEHEN. 

þ'd your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 

br his eild and my eild can never agree: 

hey'll never agree, and that will be ſeen! 

vr he's fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen. 

; | MITHER. 

d your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride, 

br he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride ; ; 
e ſhall ly by your hide, and kiſs ye too. 

ud Rob Morris is the man ye maun loos 

DOUGHTER. 

id Rob Morris I ken him fou weel, 

A.- it ſticks out like ony peet- ccreel, 

e's out-ſhinn'd, in-kneed, and ringle-ey'd too; 

ud Rob Morris is the man Ill ne'er loo. 

MITHER. 

ho auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 
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My Peggy, what I've ſaid Til do, 


ES C 

| Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, doughter, ye ſhouldna be {ae ill to ſho, 
For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo, 


| :: DOVGHTER. | 
But auld Rob Morris I never will hae, the tune 
His back is ſae ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray: | 
I had titter die than live w' him a year; \ S Syk 
Sae mair of Rob Morris I never will hear. To 
| | | | ger ſwain 
S ON G. phe 
| | 2 | is my 
To the tune of, Come kiſs with me, come clap vt " yk 
. Cc. | Conver! 
EE | „ lou vow'd 
V Jocky blyth, for what thou'ſt done, Fer ye 
| M There is nae help nor mending ; b ſhades 1 
For thou has jog'd me out of tune | Since y. 
For a' thy fair pretending. Vas it fo 
My mither fees a change on me, ET owt 
For my complexion daſhes, tab! it 
And this, alas! has been with thee | Who n 


Sac late amang the raſhes. | | 
JOCcCkyY. Tis plain 
| The pr; 


To free thee frae her ſcouling : Blas! I (e 


Come then and let us buckle to, | My loy 
Nae langer lets be fooling ; or you, « 
For her content I'll inſtant wed, | But oh 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; To think 
And then we'll try a feather bed, Should! 
"Tis ſafter than the raſhes. | 
PEGGY: - This Gaid 
Then, Jocky ſince thy love's iv true, Her. he 
Let mither ſcoul, Pm eaſy : he found 
Sac langs I live I ne'er ſhall rue And ſn 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee. ylvander 
And there's my hand I's ne'er complain: But ere 
Oh! wells me on the raſhes ; The heav 
Whene'er thou likes I'll do't again, Aud ſigl 


And a feg for a their claſhes, _ SON 


and 
A 8 o N G. 


n loo, 
the tune of, Rothe's Lament; or, P inky-houſe. 
n gray: „ on 1 ER i 
$ Sylvia in a foreſt lay _ 
Ir, To vent her wo alone; 
kr ſwain Slyvander came that way, 
And heard her dying moan, 
h! is my love (ſhe ſaid) to you 
ne clapni So worthleſs and ſo van: 
hy is your wonted fondneſs now 
| Converted to diſdain ? 
| jou vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn 
ne, Eer you'd exchange your love; 


Þ ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Vas it for this I credit gave 

To ev'ry oath you {wore ? 5 
tah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
| Who moſt cur Charms adore. 


isplain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 
Las! IJ ſee it, but too late, 

| My love had made me blind. 
for you, delighted I could die: 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 

Lo think that credulous conſtant I 
{ Should by your ſelf be kill'd. 


Her head upon her hand, 

he found her vital ſpirits fail 

And ſonſes at a ſtand. 

ylvander then began to melt: 
But ere the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
Aud ligh'd her foul to heaven. 


4 NM 
SON S 2 


This aid all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 


The 


The young Laird and Edinburgh Kat 


T OW wat ye wha I meet yeſtreen, Y mi 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? 1 
_ My miſtris in ker tartan ſcreen, 2 
Fou bonny, braw and ſweet, my Jo. = ' 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, r elſe ſhe' 
That never witht a lover ill, | 
Since ye're out of your mither's light, | Right f 
Let's take a uauk up to the hill. et Sir, þ 
O Katy, wiltu gang wi me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while ; Vhene'er 
The blofſom's ſprouting frae the tree, | 
And a' the ſummer's gawn to ſmile : For tho 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, df filler a. 
The bleeting lambs and whiſtling hynd, | 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, 
Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r mind. nd fac w 
Soon as the clear goodman of day Tutor 
Bends his morning draught of dew, e wylie 
We'll gae to ſome burn- ſide and play, | | 
And gather flowers to buſk ye'r brow. 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, Win ther 


The luck en gowans frae the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frac my father's tower, 


Ap 
1 
But wore 


A canny, ſaft and flow'ry den, The tor! 
Which circling birks have form'd a bower: Ne regiſt 
When cer the ſun grows high and warm, f lookir 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, | did you 
There will T lock thee in mine arm, lary Sc 
And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 

| Ah ne 


Kar TB {Wir lov 
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+ | Kary) s Anſwer, 
* mither's ay W o'cr me, 
Tho? ſhe did the ſame before me; 
I canna get leave 
To look to my loove, 


dr elle ſhe'll be like to devour me. 
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Right fain wad I take yer offer, 
weet Sir, but Ill tine my tocher ; 
Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keck in your toom coffer, 


* 


— 


RE 


For tho? my father has plenty 

If filler and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco fweer 
To twin wi' his gear; 

d fac we had need to be tenty. 
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Tutor my parents wr caution, 

de wylic in ilka motion; 

Brag well of yer has 

| And there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'Il be at your devotion, 


MARY SCOT. 


APA Y's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 

zut words are wanting to diſcover 

The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 

Le regiſters of heav'n, relate, 

looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 

lary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
er love the Gods above mult ſhare ; 
S 3 While 


© 


ATyY' 


; ( 210 
While ded with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguils, 
Revive and bleſs me with a le: 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſk, ye fears, Flt not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine an ouiſh, 
She is too good to let me * wag 
With ſucceeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the {ky ; 
| When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
Well make a paradiſe on Yarrow, 


* Cer Bogre, 


77 ill a wa? wi? my lo ve, 
1 will awe wy? her, 
Tho a' my kin had | ſworn and ſeid, 
__ Pll&er Bogie i' her. 
If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ſtrae; 
"Tho? ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa? wi' her P'll gae. 
I will awa”, &c. 


For now ſhe's miſtris of: my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And welt © wat we fhanna part 
For filler or for land. 

Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 

And beaus admire fine lace, 

But my chief pleafare is to blink 
On betty s bonny face. 

J vill awa', &c. 


There's a' the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats and air, 


he Gaul tr 
Makes he 
ler flowing 
To a h 
low bleſt ! 
And loc 
will aua 


There bly 
1 0 
WM cry, Y 

| Shamef 
þ kiſs of! 
| Abeit y. 
The right 
| And of 
I will au 


"The 


The 


5 1 
he ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare: 
ler flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' her other charms; 
ow bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my aife 
| And lockt up in my arms! 
will awa', &c. 


There blythly will T rant and ſing, 

| While o'er her ſweets I range, 

1 cry, Your humble ſervant, King, 
| Shamefa' them that wa'd change 
Þ kiſs of Betty, and a ſmile, 

| Abeit ye wad lay down 

The right ye hae to Britains iſle, 

| And offer me ye'r crown. 

7 U will aua, &c. 


: 2 the moor to Maggy. 


A Pl o'er the moor to Magey, 

: Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 
Then tomy fair Pl ſhow my mind, 
| Whatever may befall me. 

de ſhe love mirth, I'll learn to ſing ; 
Or like the Nine to follow, 

I'll lay my lags in Pindus' ſpring, 

| And invocate Apollo. 


If ſhe cre a martial mind, 

U'll ſheathe my limbs in armour; 
If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 

With gayeſt airs I'll charm her: 
If ſhe love grandeur, day and night 

I'll plot my nations glory, | 
Find favour in my prince's light, 


And ſhine in future ſtory. 


beauty can wonders work with eale, 
Where wit is correſpon ding; 


„ Fs ä 
And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Maggy's love can turm 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 
If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my boſom blazes. 


 PoLwarTt on the G RE E - 


T Pokwart on the green « 
Tf youll meet me the morn, 
Were laſſes do convene 
To dance about the thorn. 
A kindly welcome you ſhall mect 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad compleat, 
The lad and lover you. 


Loet dorty dames ſay na, 

As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 

While inwardly they bleez; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart tothee; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-muan hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 
At night, if beds be er thrang, laid 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ſhall be welcome, my dear lad, 
Jo take a part of mine. 


Joan Har's bonny Laſſie. 


B Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I (till live p- 


nine 


My 


| ſy ſell t 
o my be 


Nae m 
f ſhe's n 
Then II 
May be, 


She's 
When bir 
The ſwar⸗ 
Look wit! 


But if 
The four 
PTis heav 
Her ſmile 


| The m 
Struck du 
Ia all in 
For a' m. 


7 S wa 
: * hile M 
| From 
I chanc'd 
| She ſhi 
HM aſk'd h. 
| Myn 


I ſtood a 
To ſee 
So briſk a 
In a cc 
Such nati 


Like a 


„ 


. 
My ſell thus away, and darna diſcover 
o my bonny Hay that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtranger; 
f ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer; 

Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her, 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and ſing, bidding day a good- mor- 
[The ſward of the mead, enamel'd with daiſies, (row: 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 


hut if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, & flowers ſmell the ſweeter : 
PTis heaven to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded : 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


Katharine Ogie. 


As walking forth to view the plain, 

| Upon a morning early, | 
(While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flowers which grow ſo rarely: 
chance d to met a pretty maid, 
| She ſhin'd tho' it was fogie; 
Talk' d her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
| My name is Katharine Opie. 


= 


I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To fee a nymph ſo ſtately ; 
So briſk an air there did appear 
In a country maid fo neatly : 
duch natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay d, 
Like a lillie in a bogie ; 


Diana's 
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Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd. | 
Like this fame Katharine Ogie. | 


Thou flow'r of females, beauty's queen, 
Vho fees thee, ſure muſt prize thee ; 

Thoꝰ thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee: 

Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Far excels any clownith rogie; 


Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, ' 


My charming Katharine Ogio. 


O were I but fans ſhepherd- Fain! 
To feed my flock beſide thee, 


At boughting-time to leave the plain, 


In milking to abide thee; 


Id think myſelf a happier man, 


With Kate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th* imperial throne, 


And ſtateſmens dangerous ſtations: 
Id be no king, I'd wear no crown, 

I'd ſmile at conquering nations: 
Might I careſs and till poſſeſs 

This laſs, of whom I'm vogie; 


For theſe are toys and ſtill look leſs, 


Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But 1 fear the Gods have not decreed 


For me fo fine a creature, 


Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 


All other works in nature. 


Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 


That are both dark and fogie: 
Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 
Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. 
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Amun 
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The god: 
To ruin 
(0! fort 
Who 

An 


| To mer 
But that 
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| My paſ 
i Flames 
Till fa 
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Fax 


An 


C0 
Ann thou were my ain thing. 


F race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee; 

For heaven's ſake, oh! favour me, 

Who only lives to love thee. _ 

Aun thou were my ain thing, | 

IT world love thee, I would love thee ; 

Ann thou were my ain thing. 

How dearly would I love thee 1 


The gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave ; 
O! for their ſake, ſupport a ſlave, 


Who only lives to love thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 5 


ö To merit I no claim can make, 
| But that I love, and for your ſake, 
What man can name, I'll undertake, 


80 dearly do I love the. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


| My paſſion, conſtant as the fan, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill,” will ne'er have done 
Till fates my threed of life have ſpun, 


Which breathing out, Vl love thee. 
Aun thou were, Kc. 


| Like bees that ſuck the morning dew, 


frac flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 
Sie wad I dwell upo' my mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


dae langs I had the uſe of light, 
Id on thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 
Sync in (aft whiſpers through the night, 
Pd tell how much I loo'd thee, 
Ann thou were, c. 
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How fair and ruddy i is my Jean, 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the green; 
Were I a king, thou ſhould be queen, 
Nane but my ſell aboon the. 
Ann thou were, „ 


I'd 3 thee to this breaſt of mine, 

Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 

Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee, 

Ann thou were, &c. : 
Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth lets make our hay, | 
Since love admits of nae delay, 

O let nae ſcorn undo thee. 

Ann thou were, &c. 


While love does at his os ſtand, 


| Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
And, with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 


The will of him wha loves thee. 
Ann thou ere, &c. 


There s my Thumb PII ne er beguile Hee, 


M Y Greeteſt May, let love incline his; 


T” accept a heart which he deligns thee; 


And, as your conſtant flave, regard 1 it, 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it. 

"Tis proof a-ſhot to birth or money, 

But yields to what is ſweet and bonny; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and ſmily. 
There's my thumb it will neꝰer beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are. 


Thy boiom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
That when in pools I ſee thee clean em: 
They carry away my heart between em. 
I with, and I with, while it gaes duntin, 


O gin 


gin J hac 
ho kith 
here's m. 


lane thro! 
enting m 
din thou'll 
Ind a en 
) my ; deat 
To had th 


That na, 1 


d fay, Ye 
Ne? 


| For my 


ens ye 


OCR 


hae gow 
hae {eve 
zanging 1 
And gin) 


Ibae a ge 
A ſtack a 
Ill make 
And gin; 


Jeany ſai 
Ve ſhall 
Nee ab 
ere we 


EN 
Y 


hee, 


ce; 


E $17 ; 
gin! had thee on a mountain, 
no kith and kin and a- ſhou'd revile thee, 


here's my thumb PU ne'er beguile thee. 


lane through flow” ry hows I dander, 
enting my ; flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
bin thou'll gae alang, I'll dave thee gay lie, 
Ind gie my thumb I'll nc'er beguile "thee, 
) my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 

Lo had thy wooer up ay nitt naffin, 

That na, na, na, I hate it muſt vilely, 


[ D fay, Yes, and ll ne'er beguile thee. 
| For the love of 7 K AN, 

ITOCK Y faid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't? 
| Ne'er a fit, quo? Jeany, for my tochergood, 
for my tochergood, I winna marry thee, 

E ens ye like, quo? Jonny, ye may let it be. 


7 gowd and gear, I hae land enough, 

I hae ſeven good owſen ganging in 2 pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh,and lingking o'er the lee, 
ind gin ye wanna take me, I can let ye be. 

| I hac a good ha' houſe, a barn and a byer, I 
A ſtack a fore the door, Ill make a rantin fire: 
s All make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be; 
| And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


2 ſaid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 

Te ſhall be the lad, I'Il be the laſs my (ell. 
Pere a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ne're welcomer to take me than to let me be. 


8 ON G. 


To the trne of, Peggy, T muſt love thee, 


E NEAT H a beech's grateful ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining; 
T 


. 
He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: 
For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 
I ho' pity cannot move thee, 
Tho” thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet, Peggy, 1 mult love thee 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 

That thus you cruelly uſe him ? 
If love's a fault, 'tis that alone, 

For which you ſhould excuſe him : 
*T was thy dear ſelf fuſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which I languiſh; 
Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 
This love that fires my faithful heart, 
By all but thee's commended. 
Oh! would thou act ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 

Scem'd tenderneſs all over, | 

Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 

Alas! tho' it ſhould ne'er relent, 
Nor Colin's care e'cr move thee, 

Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy, I mult love thee. 


Centy Tibby, and ſenſ) Nelly. 
To the tune of, Tibby Fowler in the glen. 


Flbby has a ſtore o' charms, 
Her genty ſhape our fancy warms; 


Bo 
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u ſtrangely can her ſma white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her; 

cer ancle to her ſlender waſte, | | 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 
r roſy cheek, and riſing — 
Gar ane's mouth guſh bowt fu? o' water. 


Nelly's gawſy, ſaft and gay; 

eh as the lucken flowers in May; 

ane that ſees her, crys, Ah hey 

She's bonny ! I wonder at her. | 

e dimples of her chin and cheek, _ 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her; 
r lips ſae ſweet, and skin ſae ſleek, | 
Gar mony mouths beſide mine water. 


Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, 
Y wyſon with the maiden ſnore, 

[ can tell whilk I am for, | 
[When theſe twa ſtars appear the gither, 
ltbove! why doſt thou gre thy fires _ 

Se large, while we're oblig'd to neither? 
ſpacious ſauls immenſe deſires, 


And ay be in a hankerin ſwither. 


Tibby's ſhape and airs are fine, 

d Nelly's beauties are divine: 

t ſince they canna baith be mine, 
le Gods, give ear to my petition, 
pride a good lad for the tane, 
But let it be with this proviſion, 
et the other to my lane, 

In proſpect plano and fruition. 


Up in the Air. 
O W the ſun's gane out o ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 
glens the fairies skip and dance 
d witches wallop o'er to france. 
Up in the air 
| 1 2 


Bd 


The 
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5 on my bonny gre y mare, 
And I ſce her yet, and | ſee her ha 


weet you 
Then, | 


Up in, &c. ae pu' tl 
| Before | 

| The wind's drifting hail and ſna', | 
Oer frozen hags, like a foot · ba'; Match th 
Nae ſtarns keek thro? the azure lit, When 
*Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. | And kiſſes 
The man i' the moon | On you 


Is corouling aboon; 


| bY ye ſee d' ye fee, d' ye ſee him yet? Faith ye 


e man, &e. | Yell v 
4 | pyne frac 
Take your glaſs to clear your een, And hi 


Tis the elixir heals the ſpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire. 
Up in the air, 
| It drives away care; 
Ha'e wi' ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e ub) ye, lads, yet 


Her laug} 
Where 
And plan 
Ninete 


Up in, &c. Now to | 
1 N + | Andiv 
Steck the * keep ont the froſt; WFrac her 
Come, Willie, gi's about ye' 'r toſt ; As tail 
- 'TiFt, lads, and lilt it out, | X | 

And let us ha'e a blythſome boat: Theſe be 
Up-wi't there, there, | Are of 
| Dinna cheat, but drink fair: Then, ſu 
Hurza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet. S Topl 

| * W!'t, KC. X | 


F 7 gar rub. her Ger wi' $ tree. 


8 IN ye meet a bonny laſſie, | 5 Ene⸗ 
Gi'e her a kiſs, and let her gae; 3 5 


Eut if ye meet a dirty huſſy. | 5 nn 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. | | r v 
Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip Res 


Of ilka joy, when ye are youn 
Before auld age your vitals nip, * 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


(2 

weet vb a blyth and heart ſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while 'tis May, 
ac pu' the gowan in its prime, 

| Before it wither and Ow 


Vatch the ſaft a of delyte, | | 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, lay ing a' the wyte 
On you, if the kepp ony ſkaith. 


aith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
{ Yell worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
e frac your arms {he'll rin away, 
| And hide herſelf 1 in ſome dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na-lays are haff a grant. 
ads, yet WE | 
Now to her heaving boſom cling, 

And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs : 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a : future bliſs. 
Theſe 8 Im very ſure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent grant: 
Then, ſurly carles, whiſht forber 
| To plague us with your whinning cant, 


The Mill, Mill —0. 


| Bran a green linda J fand a fair = 
F Was lieeping found and ſtill- — 
A lowan wi? love, my fancy did rove 
Around her with good will-——O : 
Her boſom I preſt; but, ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtir'dna my joy to {pill O: | 
While kind ly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her J crept, 
And kiſg'd, and kiſs'd her my fill--—0. 
1 3 


oblig· d 
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Oblie'd by command in Flanders to land, an' d to th 

1“ employ my courage and skill O., so beauty 

Frae her rey L ftaw, hoiſt at; 2 awa, time nor 

| | ſy yows t 
Twa years brought me hame, _ loud fraifiro | 

Tald me with a voice right ſhill 0, (fame e image o 

My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, | And beaut 

Nor kend wha had done her the ill 0. y lively v 

EShall till! 


Mair fond of her charms, with my fon in her arms, 


I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell ar nymph 
V'r! the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, 55 me die, Nou'll ne” 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell —— O. pen ſcal a 


Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, always t 
And bad her a' fears enpell —— O, 2 


And nae mair look wan, for | was the man gods, tak 
Wha had done her the deed myſell — 0. That as 

| Then that 

My bonny fret laſs, on the gowany graſs, We'll me 


Beneath the ſhillin g-hill— 0, 
If I did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's mill O 


O the mill, mill O, and the kill, xi ti. DHE 


Aud the cogging of the wheel—O ; 1 Ni 
The ſack and the ſteve, a“ that ye maun leave, ; Jing, Go 
And round with a ſodger reel O. | = a ye 
| | pode de night 

Wt FRE I down 
CoLin end Grisy parting, daught 
GEM ou . | | | aud cad 
To the tune of, Moes my heart that we ſuould fund 
HP q 

W T H broken ds 14 down-caſt eyes, WW firſt w} 
| Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; dw blytl 

And, parting with his Griſy, crys, And I \ 

Ah ! woe's my heart that we ſhould ſander. grew e 

t little 

To others I am cold as ſnow, hat thi 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder: When 


From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go; 
It breaks my heart that we ſbould ſunder, 
: chain'd 


dO!c 
&er th 
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ain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 

No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 

jr time nor place ſhall ever change 

ſy vows tho? we're oblig'd to ſander, 

e image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invites our wonder, 
lively wit, and prudence rare, 

(Shall (till be preſent, tho we ſander, 


* 


fraiſing 
(tame 


5 


er arms, 

ar nymph, believe thy ſawin in \This, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
hen ſcal a promiſe with a kiſs, 

0 nds to love me tho? we ſunder, 


8 
* 

bl 

"5 


gods, take care of my dear laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her: 
Fhen that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 
EWe'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


die, 


e hand, 


go —_— 


The Gaberlunzie-man, 


DHE pawky auld carle came o'er the tee, 

WY many good e'ens and days to me, 

9 Goodwife, for your courteſie, 

l ye lodge a ſilly poor man? 

de nicht was cauld, the carle was wat, 

I down ayount the ingle he ſat; 

daughter's ſhoulders he ” gan to clap, 

| Yd cadgily ranted and ſang. 

d funde. 

Wow! quo? * were I as "4 

firſt when I ſaw this country, 

dw blyth and merry wad I be! 

ind I wad never think lang. 

grew canty, and the grew ain ; 

t little did her auld minny ken 

hat thir ſlee ewa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing hoy were ſae thrang. 


d O! quo? he, ann ye were as black, . 


chain Heer the crown of my dady's hat, 'Tis 
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FCC 
"Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 
And awa' wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quo the, ann I were as“ white, 

As cer the ſnaw lay on the dike, 

I'd clead me braw, and lady like, 
And awa' with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raiſe awee before the cock, 
And wilily they ſhot the lock, | 
And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
Up the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe; 
Syne to the ſervants bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeer for the filly poor man. 


She gaed to the bed where the begger lay, 


The ſtrae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hand, cry'd, waladay, 
For ſome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 


; She danc'd her lane, cry'd, praiſe be bleſ, | 


I have lodg'd a leal poor man. 


Since naithing's awa' as we can learn, 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 


Guae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 


And bid her come quickly ben, 
The ſervant gade where the daughter lay, 
The ſheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her goodwife can ſay, 

She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 

And haſt and find theſe traytors again; 

For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
The wearifu* Gaberlunzie-man. 

Some rade upo! horſe, ſome ran a ſit, 

The wife was wood, and out o' her wit: 

She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 

But ay ſhe curs d and ſhe ban d. 


ſean time 
u' ſnug 1 
he twa, 
Cat frac 
he privi 
o lo'e he 
huo' the, t 
My win 
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Ind ha' n 
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Whilk is « 
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Ind draw 
| cripple 
| While | 


To the 
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Al 

ad ye a 
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n a laſt 
Ventur 


n 
ſean time fat hind out o'er the lee, | Mk 
b ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd ſee, | = 
he twa, with kindly ſport and glce, | | = F 
Cat frae a new cheeſe a whang : | | 4 0 
he priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, - 4 
o lo'e her for ay, he gae her 1s aith. | 1 
uo ſhe, to leave thee I will be laith, pf 
My winſome Gaberlunzie-man. | MM 


kend my minny I were wr you, 
fardy wad ſhe crook her mon, 1x 
Ic a poor man {he'd never trow, bl 
After the Gaberlunzie-man. . 
My dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 
Ind ha” na lear'd the beggars tongue, 

To follow me frac town to town, 

And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


* 


vi“ cauk and keel III win your bread, 

Ind ſpindles and whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, = = 
Io carry the Gaberlunzie——O, 

ll bew my leg, and crook my knee, 

ind draw a black clout o'er my eye, 

8 cripple or blind they will ca' me, 

{ While we thall be merry and ſing. 


ain, 


The CORD IAI. 
To the tune of, Where ſhall our goodman ly. 


H E. 


Here wad bonny Anne ly? 
Alane nae mair ye maun ly ; 
ad ye a goodman try? 
Is that the thing ye're laking ? 
SHE. 
n a laſs ſhe young as I, 
Venture on the bridal tic, 


ET, 1 
Syne down with a goodman ly? 
Im flee'd he Keep me — 
H E. 
Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to ly. 
And ſleep till ye be weary. 
SHE. 
| What if I ſhould wau uking ly, 
When the hoboys are gawn by, 
Will ye tent me when I cry, 
My dear, Im faint and iry ? 
In my boſom thou ſhalt Iv, 
When thou waukrife art or dry, 
Healthy cordial ſtanding by, 
| Shall preiently revive thee. 
py 8 H . 
"T6 your will 1 then comply, 
Join us, prieſt, and let me try 
How I'll wY a goodman ly 
| Wha can a cordial give me. 


| Ew-Bughts AR IO N. 


IL ye go the ew-bughts, Marton, 
And wear in the ſheep wi” me; 
The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
Bot nae half ſae ſweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonny laſs, 
And the blyth blinks in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me, 


There's gow'd in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſs-bane; 
Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion 
At e'cn when I come hame. 
There's braw lads in Farnflaw, Marion, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 


t kirk whe: 
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(- 29) 
t kirk when they ſee my Marion ; 
But nane of them lo'es like me. 


enine milk « ews, my Marion, 

A cow and a brawny quey, 

| ge them a' to my Marion, 

juſt on her bridal day; 

nd ye's get a green ſey apron, 

And waſtcoat of the London brown, 
nd wow but ye will be vap'ring, 

1 When'er ye gang to the town. 


. young and ſtout, my! Marion; 
Nane dance like me on the green; 
bd gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
| I'll e'en gae draw up wr Jean: 
be put on your pearlins, Marion, 

And kyrtle of the eramaſie; 

nd foon as my chin has nae hair on, 

1 come welt, and ce ye. 


The blyth/ome Bridal. 


Y let us a? to the bridal, 

Por there will be lilting there; 

br Tocky's to be married to Maggy, 

$ The laſs wi! the gowden hair. 

ind there will be lang-kail and pottage, 
And bannocks of barley-meal ; 

Ind there will be good ſawt herring, 
To reliſh a cog of good ale, 

let us a' to the bridal, &c. 


id their will be Saney the ſutor, 

And will wi? the meikle mou; 

id their will be Tam the bluter, 

| With Andrew the tinkler I trow ; 

d their will be bou'd-legged Robbie, 1 
With thumbleſs Katie's goodman; 


) 
And there will be blue cheeked Dowbte, 
And Lawrie the laird of the land. 


# let t us, Ke. „ Ss 


And their will be ſow-libber Patie, 

And plucky-fac'd Wat i the mill, 
Capper nos d francie and Gibbie, 

That wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 

Wha in with black beſſy did moo, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 


= . ) let us, &c. 


adge that was buckled to Steenie, 

By rs © him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 

Great mercy it happen'd na warſe: 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners; 

And Kriſh with the lilly-white leg, 
Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, 

And bang'd up her wame in Mons meg. 


F/ let us, &c. 


And there will be Judan Maclawrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wy! flac-lugged ſharny fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 
Muck Madie, and fat hippit Griſy, 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 


F'y let us, To... 


And there will be girn-again-G ——__ 
With his glakit wife ſenny Bell, 
The miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapie, 
he lad that was ſkipper himſel. 
There lads and laſſes in pearlings | 
Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', | 


| ſybow 
That a 
| let us, 


d there 
With fe 
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d there 
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H E law! 
But O 
much ur 
d manly 


| 1 
| fjbows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 


let us, &c. 


d there will be fadges and brachen, 
With fouth of good gabbocks of ſkate, 
whwdy and drammock, and crowdy, 
And caller nowt. feet in a plate, | 
d there will bepartans and buckies, 
And whytens and ſpeldings enew, 

ſth ſinged ſheep-heads, and a haggies, 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 

1 US, &c. 


þ there will be lapper'd-milk kebbucks, 
find ſowens, and farles, and baps, 

ith ſwats, and well ſcraped paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 

| there will be meal- kail and caſtocks, 
With ſkink to ſup till ye rive. 

| roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 

Df flowks that were taken alive. 

* Us, Ke. | 


| Ipt haddocks, wilks and dulſe and range, 
Ind a mill of good ſniſhing to price ; 

den weary with eating and drinking, 

Well riſe up and dance till we die. 

*/ let us a' to the bridal | 

For there ill be lilting there, 

| Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 

Je laſs wi the gowden hair. 


The Highland Laddie. 


H E lawland lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ! ! 
much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
d manly looks of my highland laddie ? 
: HE O my 


5 („ 230 
0 my jon bonny highland laddie, 
My handſome charming highland laddie ; 
May heaven ſtill guard, and love.reward 
Our lawland laſs and her highland laddie. | 
| Or 
: If 1 were free at will to chuſe | 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady 
T'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew, and belted e 


HA” 
VV VII 
n her te 


O my bonny, &C. : Each f 
| 5 . ince firſt 
The Leads hack in borrows-town, She ſet 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, ach nym 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; That A 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. | | 
=. 0p m_ &C. 5 his love 
This ne 
Oer benty hill with him Tl run, ike ſum 
And leave my lawland kin and dady, When 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's fun, 1 day tl 
He'll ſcreen me with his tighland Play. Joyou: 
O my bonny, &c. | — MWilloight 
In bliſs 

A painted room and ſilken bed, 1 
MNay pleaſe a lawland laird and lady ; ; mong t 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad He loo! 
Behind a buſh in his nd plaidy. is riſing 
0 * . 8 | His wo 
| With ſm 
Few compliments between us ef Kind {] 
] ca? him my dear highland laddie, Blas! you 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, This d 

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. . 

O my bonny, &c. Loung D 
His wy 
Nae greater joy I'll eber pretend, © ſtole 
Than that his love is true and ſteady, Ceaſe, 


Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end. dome bri; 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddit On yo 


O my bonny, CC. 
| | ALL And | 


e 
ALLANWATER; 


Or, Aly love ANN1E s very bonny, 


HAT numbers ſhall the muſe repeat? 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie? 
hn her ten thouſand graces wait, 
Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
ince firſt ſhe trode the happy plain, 
| She ſet each youthful heart on fire ; 
ach nymph does to her ſwain complain, 

That Annie kindles new deſire. 


bis lovely darling deareſt care, 

This new delight this charming Annie, 
ke ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragraut breezes fan ye. 

| day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
Ul night when ſhe no more is ſeen, _ 
In bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore her. 


aidy, 


mong the crowd Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
is riſings ſighs expreſs his flame, 

ths words were few his wilhes many. 
With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
{ Kind thepherd, why ſhould 1 deceive ye? 
Alas! your love mult be deny'd, 5 
This deſtin'd breaſt can ne'er relieve ye, 


we 


N oung Damon came with Cupid's 1 
His wyles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
e ſtole away my virgin heart ; 


| 


y. Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
. ome brighter beaut y you may find. 
nd lade On yonder plain the nymphs are many; 
hen chuſe ſome heart that's uncon fin'd, 
ALL And leave to Damon his own Annie, 
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The Colliers bonny, Laſſie. 


T HE collier has a daughter, 

| And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 

A laird he was that fought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money ; 

The tutors watch'd the motion 

Of this young honeſt loven; 

But love is like the ocean; * 
Wha can its depth diſcover ! 


He lad the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpectedj; 

His airs fat round him caſy, 

| Genteel but unaffected. 

The collier's bonny laſſie, 

| Fair as the new blown lillie, 

Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 

Secur'd the heart of willie. 


He loy'd beyond expreſſion 


The charms that were about her, 


And panted for poſſeſſion, 
His life was dull without her. 
Aſter mature reſolving, 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held lier. 
In ſafteſt flames diſſolving, 
He tenderly thus tell'd her: 


My bonny colliers daughter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
*Tis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye; 
For I have gear in plenty, 
And love fays, 'tis my duty 
To ware what heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 
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To— —in Mourning 


Hl why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes ; 
To hear thy tender ſighs and cries, 

he Gods ſtand liſt'ning from the ſkies, 

Pleas'd with thy piety. 

o mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 

Ind of one dying take a care, 0 

Vho views thee as an angel fair, 

Of ſome divinity. 


be leſs graceful, or more kind, 


as'd by the boy ſevere and blind: 
{ Wounded I ſigh for thee; 
hile hardly dare I hope to rife 

Jo ſuch a height by Hymen's ties. 

o lay me down where Helen lies, 


And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt I hide my love, and die, 
When ſuch a ſovereign cure is by? 

o; ſhe can love, and VII go try, 

| Whate'er my fate may be, 

Which ſoon Ill read in her bright eyes, 
With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe, | 
They tell the truth when tongues tell lies, 
The leaſt believ'd by me. Vs 


SONG. 
To the Tune of, Gallou, ſpiels. 


| H the ſhepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languifk 
o bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 


Where Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 


U 3 : Yet 


nd cool this fever of my mind, 85 


Yet eager looks, and dying ſighs, 
My fecret ſoul diſcover, | 


While rapture trembling thro fnine eyes, 


Reveals how much I love her 
The tender glance, the redning cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh ! that form ſo heavenly fair, 

Thoſe languid eyes fo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh and modeſt air, 

So fatally beguiling. | 
Thy every look, and every grace, 
Fo charm whene'er I view thee; 

Till death o' ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes perſue thee, 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 

Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 

And die in fight of heaven. | 


To L. NM. NM. 
Tune Rankin roaring Willie. 


Mary! thy graces and glanees, 
Thuy ſmiles ſo inchantingly gay, 
And thoughts ſo divinely harmonious, 
Clear wit and good humour diſplay. 
Hat ſay not thou'lt 1mitate angels 
Ovght farrer, tho? ſcarcely, ah me! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 
A match amongſt mortals for thee, 


Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires | 
May warm up ten thouſand to love, 

Who deſpairing, may fly to ſome other, 
While I may deſpair, but ne'er rove. 
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at a mixture of ſighing and joys 

| This diſtant adoring ; of thee, 

bivesto a fond heart too aſpiring, 

Who loves in ſad ſilence like me: LL 

Thus looks the poor beggar on treaſure, 

And ſhipwreck'd on landſkips on ſhore, 

$ ſtill more divine, and have pity ; 

I die ſoon as hope is no more. 

For Mary, my ſoul is thy captive, 

Nor loves, nor expects, to be free; 

Thy beauties are fetters delightful, 
Thy flavery's a pleaſures tc to me. 


This 1s no mine ain Houſe, 


HIS is not my ain houfe 

1 I ken by the rigging o't, 

ince with my love I've changed vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o't, 

For now that l'm young Robie's bride, 

And miſtris of his fire-ſide, | 
Mine ain houſe III like to guide, 

Aud pleaſe me with the trigging oft. 


Then farewell to my father” houſe: 
LI gang where love invites me; 

The ſtrifteſt duty this allows. 

When love with honour meets me, 
When Hymen moulds us into ane, 

1 117 Robie's nearer than my kin, 

And to refuſe him were a lin, 

; Sue lang's he kindly treats me, 


Vhen I'm in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay, 
tro make me (till a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let wy man command ay; 


29 


Avoid- 


236 ) 
Avoiding ilka cauſe of ſtrife, 
The common peſt of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 
And breaks the kindly band ay. 


Fint a Crum of thee ſhe faus. 


ETURN hameward, my heart, again, 
And bide where thon was wont to be, 


Thou art a fool to ſuffer pain 
For love of ane that loves not thee; 
My heart, let be fic fantaſie 


Love only where thou haſt good cauſe ; 


Since ſcorn and liking ne'er agree, 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


To what effect ſhould thou be thrall ? 
Be happy in thine ain free-will, 
My heart, be never beaſtial, 

But ken wha does the good or ill: 

An hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
And ſee wha can beſt play their paws, 
And let the filly fling her fill, 

For fint a crum of thee ſhe faus. 


| T * ſhe be fair, I will not fenzie, 
She's of a kind with mony mae; 
For why, they are a felon menzie 


That ſeemeth good, and ate not fac. 


_ My heart, take neither ſturt nor wae 
For Meg, for Marjory, or Mauſe, 

But be thou blyth and, let her gae, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Remember how that Medea 
Wild for a fight of Jaſon yied, 

Remember how young Creſſida 
Let Troilus for Diomede; 
Remember .Helen, as we read 


Brought Troy from bliſs unto bair waws : 
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hen let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
rfint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 
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auſe ſhe ſaid I took it ill, 

For her depart my heart was fair, 

t was beguil'd ; gae where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care: 
ut be thou merry late and air, 

is is the final end and clauſe, 

And let her feed and fooly fair, 

r fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


% 


er dunt again within my breaſt, 
INe'er let her flights thy courage (pill, 
Ir gie a fob, altho' ſhe ſneeſt, 

[She's faireſt paid that gets her will. 
She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 

[hen ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws; 
Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 

Ir fint a crum of thee ſhe faws, 


To Mris. E. C. 
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Tune, Sae merry as we have been 
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[OW Phoebus advances on high, 

[Y Nae footſteps of winter are ſeen ; 
the birds corrol ſweet in the sky, 

And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
Bro” plantings, by burnies ſae clear, 

We wander for pleaſure and health, 
here buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and wealth, 
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Jew ilka gay ſcene all around, 

That are, and that promiſe to be; 
tin them a' nathing is found 
ae perfect, Eliza, as thee. 

Veen the clear fountains excell, 


Thy locks they out-rival the grove; 
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When zephyres thoſe pleaſingly ſell, ; 
Ik wave makes a pens to love. 


Ls 


7 ke 1 and lillies bo; 
And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, 


By thy cheek and dear breaſts are out- ſhin's, 


Their tinctures are naithing ſae true, 


What can we compare with thy voice? 


And what with thy humour ſae ſweet? 
Nae muſick can bleſs with ſię joys; 
Sure angels are juſt ſae complete 


| Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 


Whoſe beauties ten thouſand out- ſhine 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mixt with ſae many divine. 

Ye powers, who have given fic charms 

To Eliza, your image below, 

O ſave her frae all human harms ! 


And make her hours happily flow. 


* Dady fla my Min 22 


Hen I think on my lad, 
I ſigh and am ſad, 
For now he is far frae me. 
My dady was harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate. 
That made him look blate; ; 


| And yet a brave lad is he. 


Gin ſafe he come hame, 
In ſpite of my dame, 
Hell ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
| Of parents Oer wiſe, 
That have but ac barn like me, 
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That looks upon caſk, 
| As naething but traſh, 
it ſhackles what ſhou'd be free. 
And tho' my dear lad 
Not aepenny had, 
ice qualities better has be 
Abeit I'm an heireſs. 
I think it fair is, 
0 p love him, ſince he loves me. 


In'd, 


Then, my dear Janice: 

| To thy kind Jeanie, 
Liſte, haſte thee in o'er the ſea, 

[ To her wha can find, 

| Nae eaſe in her mind, 
F' ithout a blyth ſight of thee. 

Iho' my daddy forbad, 

And minny forbad, 

fabidden I will not be; 

For ſince thou alone 

: . My favour haſt won, 

„Jad. Nene elſe ſhall cer * it for me. 

Yet them I'll not prieve, 

4 Or without their leave, 

Gre my hand as a wife to thee : 

; Be content with a heart, 

: That can never deſert, 

Fra they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. 

þ My parents may prove 

q Yet friends to our love, 

When our firm reſolves they ſee; 

, Then I with pleaſure 

6 Will yield up my treaſure, 

And a' that love orders to thee. 
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Tune Steer her up and had her gawn, 
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Steer her up, and had her gawn, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo; 
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But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 
E'en let her tak her will, jo. 
Pray thee, lad, leave filly thinking, 

| Calt thy cares of love away ; : 
Let's our forrows drown in drinking, 

'Tis dafhn langer to delay, | 


See that ſhining glaſs of claret, 
Hou invitingly it looks; 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o ; A 


Pox on fighting, trade, ard books. 7 


Let's have pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 

Plac't on the middle of the table, 
And let wind and weather cowl, 


Call the drawer, let kim fl it 
Fou, as ever it can hold: 
O tak tent ye dinna ſpill it, 
Tis mair precious far than gold, 
By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 
Bacchus will begin to prove, 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 


Drinking better is than love. 


Clout the Caldron, 


AVE you any pots or pans, 
Or any broken chandlers? 
I am a tinkler to my trade, 

And newly come frae Flanders, 
As ſcant of filler as of grace, 
Disbanded, we've a bad-run; 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 

I'm come to clout her caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. : 


| OUS) if you have wark for me, 
Pl do't to your contentment, 


And 


kd dinna 
For an 

Ir, lady 
To every 
t to your 

Lam a ge 
adrie, di 


ve Jupit 
Turn'd f 
like a bi 
To carry 
may 
To cheat 
Id win yo 
Thus hid 
| adrie, dic 


ye appe 
But this f 
there is 
Of mine 
den bind 
And nails 
It I've a 


That's u 
- adrie, di 


) 
ad dinna care a ſingle flie 
For any man's reſentment; 

Ir, lady fair, tho' J appear 
To every ane a tinkler, 

t to yourſell I'm bauld to tell, 
[am a gentle jinker, 


 adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


ve Jupiter into a ſwan 

Turn'd for his lovely Leda ; 
like a bull o'er meadows ran, 

To carry aff Europa. 

den may not I, as well as he, 

To cheat your Argos blinker, | 
vin your love, like mighty Jove, 
Thus hide me in a tinkler, 

| adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


þ ye appear a cunning man, 

But this fine plot you'll fall 4 in, 
there is neither pot nor pan 

Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 
en bind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your apron, 

le a tinkler under tack 

That's us'd to clout my caldron. 
*r, mr, didte,&C. 


The nalin. 


HE. malt- man comes on Munday, 
He craves wonder ſair, 

s, Dame, come gi e me my filler 

: Ur malt ye ſall ne er get mair. 

: ok him into the pantry, 

And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 

e paid him upon a gantree, 


£ fs hoſtler wives ſhould do, 
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When malt-men come for ſiller, 
And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon, 
Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, 
And clear them as I have done. 
This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep them frac making din, 


'The knack I learn'd frae an auld aunty. : 


The ſnackeſt of a' my kin. 


The malt-man is right cunning, 

But I can be as flee, 

And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me: 

For come when he likes, I'm 55 ; 

But if frae hame I be, 

Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 


Bonny BE SSV. 
Tune, Beſſy's Hag gies 


E $5 Y's beauties ſhine ſae bright, 
Were her many vertues fewer, 
She wad ever give delight, 
| And in tranſport make me view her. 
Bonny Beſſy, thee alane 
Love I, naething elſe about thee; 3 
With thy omelnas Pm tane, 
And langer cannot live without thee, 


| Beſſy's boſom's faft and warm, 
Milk-white fingers ſtill employ'd, 
He who takes her to his arm, 
Of her ſweets can neer be cloy'd. 
My dear Beſſy, when the roſes 


Leave thy check, as thou grows aulder, 


Vertue, which thy mind diſcloſes, 


Will keep love frae growing caulder, 
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ys tocher is but ſcanty, 
Jet her face and ſoul diſcovers 

eſe inchanting ſweets in plenty 

Mult intice a thouſand lovers. 

not money, but a waman 

Of a temper kind and cafy, 

hat gives happineſs uncommon, 
Petted things can nought but teez ye, 


_ Omnia vincit Amor. 


sl went forth to view the ſpring 
Which Flora had adorned 

 raiment fair, now every thing 

The rage of winter ſcorned : 

caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 

EA youth, who made great clamor ; 

pd drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 

Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


pon his breaſt he lay along, 

| Hard by a murm'ring river, 

Ind mournfully his doleful fong 
With ſighs he did deliver, 

Bn! Jeany's face and comely grace, 
Hcr locks that ſhine like lammer, 
Wich burning rays have cut my days 
For omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een Eke comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun out-ſhining, 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
Aud make me die with pining, 
Hurt I complain, nature's to blame, 
o curioully to frame her, | 
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| Cry, omnia vincit amor. 


of Je chryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 


Be partners of my mourning, 
X 2 


Vhoſe beauties rare make me with care 


Ye 
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Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſeorning: 

Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her; 

sf. chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! onna vincit amor. | 


Had ſhe been kind'as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir'd, _ 
And been ador'd for vertues rare, 
WH? of life now makes me tir'd. 
Thus ſaid, his breath begun to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd full fore, and ſaid no more, 
But omnia vincil amor. 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
I run in haſte to fave him, 
But quickly he reſign'd his breath. 
So deep the wound love gave him. 
Nou for her fake this vow I'll make, 
My tongue thall ay defame her, 
While on his herſe II write this verſe, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Straight I conſider'd in my mind 
Upon the matter rightly, 

And found, tho? Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 

For warlike Mars, nor thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, 

For oinnia vincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee th' effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 

That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder: 

Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 
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1 
15 heart's the book where he's to look 
For omnia vincit amor. | 8 


Here was a wife won'd in a glen, 


| To find their mam a ſniſhing. 
The auld wife beyont the fire, 
The auld wife anieſt the fire, 
The auld wife aboon the fire, 
She died for Iack of ſniſbing. 
| 20 


Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 
Vhatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, 
or] maun hae a young goodman 

all furniſh me with ſniſhing. 
| The auld wife, &e. 
8 
| Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
y, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
dif ye with a yonker wald. 
He'll waſte away your ſnifhing. 

The auld wife, ke. 
: 5 IV. 
The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſhout, 
mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 
gelides haff blind, you have the gout, 
| Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 

J V. 
Ve lied, ye limmers, cries auld mump. 
or J hae baith a tooth and ſtump, 

d will nae langer live in dump, 
Buy wanting of my iniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c. 

VI. | 

ww Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky ſlut, 
ther, if you can crack a nut, 


The auld wife beyont the fir. 


And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 
hat ſought the houſe baith but and ben, 
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Then we will a MO N 
That you ſhall have a ſniſning. 
| The and wife, Te, ou 
VII. 
The auld ane did agree to that, 


And they a piſtol-bullet gat; 


She powerfully began to crack, 
To won herſell a ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 
2 I.. 
Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, 


And 'tween her gums ſae queez and row't, 


While frac her jaws the flaver flow'd, 
And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy, 
The auld wife, &c. 
LX. 
At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſqueez, 


Which brak the lang tooth by the neez, 


And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 
But ſhe tint hopes of . 
The auld wife, &c. 
X. 
She of the taſk began to tire, 
Hos frae her dochters did retire, 
e lean'd her down ayont the fire, 
And dycd for lack of ane 
The auld wife, &c. 
. 
Ye auld wives notice well this truth, 
Aſſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth. 
And leave aff thoughts of ſniſning: 
Elſe like this wife beyont the fire, 


Yer bairns againſt you will conſpire 5 


Nor will ye get, unleſs, ye hire, 
A young man with your ſung. 


{ll never hve thee more. 


Y dear and 5 love, I pray, 
M That little world of thee, 
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4 ( 247) 
govern'd by no other {way, 
But pureſt monarchy : 

or if confuſion have a part, 

| Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 
Il call a ſynod in my heart, 

| And never love thee more, 


Alexander I will reign, 

And I will reign alone, | 
ſy thoughts did evermore diſdain 
| A rival on my throne. 

le either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deſerts are ſmall, | 
Who darcs not put it to the touch, 
| To gain or loſe it all. | 


But I will xeign, and govern til), 

And always give the law, | 

Ind have cach ſubject at my will, 

And all to ſtand in aw: 

Put gainſt my batteries if I find | oy 
> Thou ſtorm, or vex me ſore, 
As if thou ſet me as a blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


28 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
Where I ſhould ſolely be, 
If others do pretend a part, 
Or dares to ſhare with me: 
Or committees if thou erect, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
Tul ſmiling mock at thy neglect, 
KF. And never love thee more. 
But if no faithleſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 
I'll make thee famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
Il ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
Ass ne'er was known before; 
ll deck and crown thy head with bays, 
And love thee more and more, | The 


4 
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5 The black bird. | England 

| | FER Es hs 
P ON a fair morning for foft recreation, ey 


heard a fair lady was making her moan all bliſs t 
With ſighing and ſobing, and fad lamentation, DE 


Saying, My black bird moſt royal is lown, hat if th 
My thoughts they deceive me, | 

Then ſigl 

Reflections do grieve me, ifhe is 

find I am oferburthen'd with ſad: miley; | and hop 

Let if death ſhould blind me, | 75 

As true love inclines me, E 

My black bird III ſeek out, wherever he be. TI 90 1 

I 

Once into fair England my black bird did fourih, WW An 


le was the chief flower that in it did ſpring; 
Prime ladies of honour his perſon did nouriſh, 
| Becauſe he was the true fon of a king: EE 
| But fince that falſe fortune, Noe eh 
Which (till is uncertain, ; 


Deſervin 


Has cauſed this parting between him and me, H 

His name Ill advance | I I 

| In Spain and in France, ] 8 
; And ſeek out my | black bird, where ever r he be. Tho ſor 
Ye 


The birds of the foreſt all met together, 


The turtle has choſen to dwell with the dove; V bw ; 
And I am reſolv'd in foul or fair weather, J & 
Once in the ſpring to ſeek out my love. 
He*s all my heart's treaſure, Tak 
My joy and my pleaſure; _ 
And juſtly (my love) my heart follows thee, Nuinte 
Who are conſtant and kind, And 
And couragious of mind. And Bore: 
All bliſs on my black bird, wherever he be. Was tl 
hen Bel! 
In England my black bird and I were re together, She (ai, 
Where he was ſtill noble, and generous of heart Met up, g 
Ah! wo to the time that firſt he went thither, | And ta 


Aas! he was forc'd ſoon thence to depart, 


( 249 ) 
In Scotland he's deem'd, 
And highly eſteem'd, 
1 England he ſcemeth a ſtranger to be ; . 
Yet his fame ſhall remain 


ion, 

3 In France and in Spain. | 

124 All bliſs to my black bird, wherever he be. 

4 Vhat if the fowler my black bird has taken, 
Then ſighing and ſobing will be all my tune; 

a ut if he is ae 1 I'll not be forſaken, 

j And hope yet to ſee him in May or in Jave | 
For him through the fire, 

5 oY Through mud and through mire, 


; I'll go; for Ilove him to ſuch a degree, 
; | Who is conſtant and kind, 
oY | And noble of mind, 


il | Deſerving all bleſſings, wherever he be. 

| 15 not the ocean can fright n me with danger, 

Nor tho? like a pilgrim I wander forlorn, 
Ry Imay meet with friendſhip of one is a ſtr anger, 
, | More than of one that in Britain is born, 

; I pray heaven ſo ſpacious, 
5 Io Britain be gracious, | 
Mo | Tho! ſome there be odious to both him and me, 

Yet joy and renown, 
-—: And laurels ſhall crown g 
Ny black bird with honour, wherever he be, 
Take your auld Cloak about you. 
e, N winter when the rain rain'd cauld 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

and Boreas, with his blaſts fa bauld, 
| Was threat/ning a? our ky to kill : 

ah Bell my wife, wha loves na ſtrife, 
„ She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
heart. N bet up, goodman, ſave Cromy's life, 
„ 1 tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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56 
My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kyne; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairn's mou 
And I am laith that ſhe ſhow'd tyne ; 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſac hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


. Mycloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 
But now it's ſcantly wozth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty year ; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die: 
Then T'il be proud, ſince J have ſworn 
Jo have a new-cloak about me. 


In days when our king Robert rang, 

His trews they coſt but haff a crown; 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And call'd the taylorthief and loun. 

He was the king that wore a crown. 
And thou the man of laigh degree 

?Tispride puts a” the country down, 

Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee _ 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ik kind of corn it has its hool, 

I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 

As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe; 
IIIl have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wate 'tis thirty years, 

Since we did ane anither ken; 4 

And we have had between us twa, 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 


ow they a 
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0 
ow they are women grown and men, 
I with and pray well may they be; 
nd if you prove a good huſband. 
Een tak your auld cloak about ye. 


ell my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife ; 

But ſhe wad guide me, if the can, 
nd to maintain an eaſy life, 

I aft maun yield, tho? I'm goodman : 
ſought's to be won at woman's hand, 
| Unleſs ye give ker a” the lea: 

Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me, 


The Quadruple Alliance, 


Tune, Focky blyth and gay. 


CWIF T, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 
Are ſtill my heart's delight, 
Tung their ſangs by day, 
And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books I be, 
'Tis dullneſs then with me; 
But when theſe ſtars appear, 
Jokes, ſmiles, and wit ſhine clear 


Swift with uncommon ſtile, 

þ And wit that flows with eaſe, 

Elnſtructs us with a ſmile, 

And never fails to pleaſe. 
Bright Sandy greatly ſings 
Of heroes, Gods, and kings: 
He well deſerves the bays, 

And ev'ry Briton's praiſe. 

While thus our Homer ſhines; _ 

Young, with Horacian flame, 

Corrects theſe falſe deſigns 
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suit, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 


( 252 * 
We puſh in love of fame. 
Blyth Gay in pawky ſtrains, 


Makes villains, clowns, and ſwains 


Reprove, with biting leer, 
Thoſe in a higher ſphere 


Long may you give delight; 

Let all the dunces bra r 

| Youre far above their ſpite 
Such, from a r alice ſour, 


Write nonſenſe, lame and poor, 


WI eli never can ſucceed 
For, who the traſh will read? 


To e 


A SONG. 


To he. Tune of n wiſh my love were in a Min. 


1 EST as the e Gods 3 is be, 


Ard hears and fees all the the while 


| Sefily ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile, &c. 
So ſpoke and {mil'd the eaſtern maid; 


Like thine, ſeraphick were her charms, 


That in Circaſia's vineyards ſtray'd, 


And bleſt tlie wiſeſt monarchs arms. 


A thouſand fair of high deſert, 


Strave to enchant the amorous king; 


But the Circaſian gain'd his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to ſing. 


Tlarinda thus our ſang inſpires, | 
And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays, 
But while each charm our boſom fires, 


Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe. 


Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 


The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
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o paint ſurpaſſes human ſkill: 

er majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 

et ſeraphs ſing her if they will. 
hiſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 
ve all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, _ 

To whom an adoration's due. 


A SONG, 


To the Tune of, Lochaber no mores. 


AREWELL to Lochaber, and farewell my Jean, 

Where heartſome with thee I've mony day been; 
or Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 

Vell may be return to Lochaber no more. 

Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a'for my dear, 

Ind no for the dangers attending on weir, 

| Tho bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 

Mit. lay be to return to Lochaber no more. 
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Tho' hurrycanes riſe, and riſe every wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind, 
Tho' loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, . 
That's nacthing like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 

by eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd, 

And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 

ind I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory. my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe, 
Inc honour commands me, how can I refuſe? 
Without it I ne/er can have merit for thee, 
Id without thy favour I'd better not be. 
Ez then, my laſs, to win houour and fame, 
md if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 

| bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
Wd then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


* The 


C2873 
The auld Goodman. 5 


"A TE in an Maki 6 I went, 
A little before the ſun gade down, 


And there I chanc'd by accident, 


To light on a battle new begun. 
A man and his wife was fawn in a ſtrife, 
I canna well tell ye how it began; 
But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life, 


And cry'd ever, alake my auld goodman. 


HE. 


3 by auld goodman that thou tells of, 


The country kens where he was born. 
Was but a ſilly poor vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn; 
For he did ſpend, and make an end 

Of gear that his fore tathers wan, 
He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 


Sac tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


SHE. 


| My heart N is liken to break, 


When! think on my winſome John, 


Nis blinkan eye, and gate fac free, 
Was nathing like thee, thou doſend drone, 


His roſie face, and flaxen hair, 
And a ſkin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withall, 


And. thou'lt never be like my auld goodman. 


HE. 
Why doſt thou pleen? I th ee maintain, 
For meal and mawt thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees 1 canna pleaſe, 


Now when our gear gins to grow ſcant. 


Ot houſhold- ſtuff thou haft enough, 
Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 
Of ſklike ware he left thee bare, 


dae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


SHE. 


Yes I may tell, and fret my ſell, 


Tothink on theſe blyth days I had, 
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hen he and I together lay 

In arms into a well- made bed. 

ut now I ſigh, and may be ſad, 

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 

hou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, 

And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld goodmay, 
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hen coming was the night ſae dark, 
| And gane was a' the light of day; 
he carle was fear'd to miſs his mark, 
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x And therefore wad nae langer ſtay, 
[hen up he gat, and he ran his way, 
| I trow the wife the day ſhe wan 
In] ay the o'erword of the fray 
Was ever, alake my auld goodman. 
SONG. it. 9 
| | To the tune of, Valiant Jo ck x. 19 Wh 


3 
5 


On a beautiful, but very young Lady. 


rn 
1-31 
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I fauty from fancy takes its arms, 
P and ev'ry common face ſome breaſt may move, 
MCs me in a look, a ſhape, or air find charms, | 
| To juſtify their choice, or boaſt their love. 
had the great Apelles ſeen that face, 
Phen he the Cyprian goddeſs drew 
man r had neglected all the female race, 
E Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copied you. 
In that deſign, 
Great nature would combine 
Jo fix the ſtandard of her facred coin; 
t. Ihe charming figure had enhanc'd his fame 
And ſhrines been rais'd to Seraphina's name. 
hes © DE ICE 
t lince no painter er could take 
That face which baffles all his curious art; 
he that ſtrives the bold attempt to m ake, 
Jas well might paint the ſecrets of the heart, 


3 O hap- 


% 


B 
O happy glaſt, I'll thee prefer, 
Content to be like thee inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus byrher, 
A better life and motion would create. 
Her eyes would inipire, 
And like Prometheus? fire, 
At once inform the piece and give deſire, 


The charming phantom I would graſp, and fie 


O'er all the orb, though in that moment die. 
. 
Let meaner beauties fear the day, 


Whoſe charms are fading, and ſubmit to time; 


'The graces which from them it ſteals away, 
It with a laviſh hand (till adds to thine. 
The God of love in ambuſh lies, 
And with his arms ſurrounds the fair, 


He points his conquering arrows in theſe eyes, 


Then hangs a ſharpned dart at every hair, 
As with fatal ſkill, | 
Turn which way you will, 


Like Eden's flaming ſword each way you kill 
So ripening years improve rich nature's ſlor: 


And gives perfection to the golden ore. 
Loſs with i lun if Land, 


LE me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And we for life ſhall gang the gither, 

Tho? daft or wile, V1 never demand, 

Or black or fair, it makſna whether, 

I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 
And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling, 
But ſhe that's rich, ber market's made, 
For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gre me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And in my boſom I'll hug my treaſure ; 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 
Should love turn dow, it will find pleaſure, 
There 


augh on 
[ hate w 
nleſs they 
They'ſe 


here's me 
And fille: 
ut beauty 

Have tin 
ve tips h 
And caſt! 
d naithir 
But well 


ö HE ( 
Beit 
for a ret 
To the \ 
e threw b 
| And he ] 
 envy'd | 
Nor wiſh 


E drank © 
And hea 
Imſelf he 
And frae 
8 E wiſh'd f 
Tho' ne 
1 &d nae lor 


And the. 


Wt as he 
In an ev 
heavenly 
Sounded 
hich can 
Ereen n 


N 


„„ ᷣͤ 9 » . 
augh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 
hate with poortith, tho? bonny, to meddle, 
nlels they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 
They*le never get me to dance to their fiddle. 


here's meikle good love in bands and bags. 
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i, And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion; 
and fi ut beauty and wit, and vertue in rags, 
; Have tint the art of gaining affection; 

ve tips his arrows with woods and parks, l 
2 And caſtles and riggs, and muirs and meadows, | 
de Kune dnaithing can catch our modern ſparks, 
5 But well tocher'd laſſes, or jointer'd widows. i 

The Shepherd Adonis, i 

WY 5 Fl 
r, N H E ſhepherd Adonis 

Being weary'd with ſport, 
| for a retirement 1 
ou kill; To the woods did reſoſt 


's (tore, ie threw by his club, | 
355 And he laid himſelf down; 
envy'd no monarch, 

Nor wiſh'd for a crown. 

; II. 

E drank of the burn, | 

And he ate frac the tree, 

; nſelf he enjoy'd, 
And frae trou as free. 
R wilh'd for no nymph. 
© Tho? never ſae fair, 
ad nae love or ambition, 
5 And therefore no care. 


III. 


Wt as he lay thus 
n an ev'ning ſac clear, 

heavenly {weet voice 

ounded (aft in his ear; 

hich came frae a ſhady 

Ereen neighbouring grove, | 

| EK = is Where 


re, 
There's 


V 
Where bonny Amynta 
Sat ſinging of love. 


y captiv'c 
Fairer and 


| . ellinda for 

He wander'd that way, 5 But crue] 
And found wha was there, 9 

Hie was quite confounded day IW 

To ſee her ſac fair: | And ſigh 

He ſtood like a ſtatue, | he happy 

Not a foot cou'd he move, | Happy © 

Nor knew he what griev'd him; When gen 

But he tear'd it was love. To reſt 

3 f thouſanc 

The nymph, ſhe beheld him } That ke 


With a kind moſt grace, 


Seeing ſomething that pleaſed her 


Appear 1n his face. 
With bluſhing a little 

She to him did ſay, 

Oh ſhepherd ! what want ye, 
How came you this way? 

| „ 

His ſpirits reviving. 

Ale to her reply'd, 

I.was ne'er ſae ſurpris'd 
At the ſight of a maid, 

Until I beheld then 
From love I was free; 

Zut now I'm ta'en captive, 


Muy faireſt, by thee, 
The Complaint, 
To B. I. G. 


$leep fies, 
| And all 1 
With melt 
| Appeats 
A while m 
| Ofer all 
Whilſt w. 
That a 


Thus whi 
Pm all 
My pulſe 
All roſ 
7 en to 
| My ve 
Thus wh 
I ſcarc 


'To the tune of, hen abſent, Ec. 


WII abſent from the nymph I love, 
| I'd fain ſhake off the chains I wear; 
But whilſt I ſtrive theſe to remove, 


More fetters Im oblig'd to bear. 


7 


ä 

y captiv'd fancy day and night 
Fairer and fairer repreſents, 
linda form'd for dear delight, 

But cruel cauſe of my complaints 


day I wander through the groves, 
| And ſighing hear from ev'ry tree 

he happy birds chirping their loves, 
| Happy compar'd with lonely me. 
When gentle ſleep with balmy wings 
Jo reſt fans eviry weary'd wight, 
A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 
That keep my watching all the night, 


$leep flies, while like the goddeſs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 

With melting ſmib's and killing air 

| Appears the caule of all my pain, 

A while my mind delighted flies | 

| Ofer all her ſweets with thirling joy, 
hilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 


Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 

| m all o'er tranſport and deſire | 

My pulſe beats high, my cheek appears 
All roſes, and mine eyes all fire. 

en to myſelf I turn my view, ; 

My veins grow chill, my cheek looks wan: 
Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, | 
I ſcarcely look or moye a man. 


The young Laſ5 contra auld Man. 


E carle he came o'er the croft, 

1 And his beard new ſhaven. 
He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The carle trows that I wad hae him. 
owt awa, I winna hae him 


Na forſooth, I winna hac hing! 


„ 
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© or v his beard new ſhaven, | 
Ne'er a bit will I hae him. 


A filler broach hs gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my curtchea nooked, 
I wor'd a wi upon my breaſt; 
But ſoon alake! the tongue o't crooked ; 
And face may his, I winna hae him, 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him 
An twice a bairn's a laſs's jeſt; 
Sae ony fool for me may hae him, 


'The carle has na fault but ane; 

For he has land and dollars plenty ; ; 
But waes me for him! skin and bane 

Is no for a plump laſs of twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 

Na forſooth, I winna hae him. 
What ſignifies his dirty riggs, 

And caſh without a man with them, 


But ſhou'd my canker'd 0 gar 

M le tak him gainſt my inclination, 

J warn the fumbler to beware, | 
That antlers dinna claim thee ſtation. 

Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na forſvoth, I winna hae him! 

Pra fice'd to crack the haly band, 
Sac lawty ſays, I ſhou'd na hae him. 


VERTUE and WII 5 preſervatives of 


Love and BEAUTY, 
To the tune of, Gillikranky 


H E. 
Onfeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid, 
For ſince thine eye's conſenting, 


by after t 
And naſa) 
Why aims 
With wo! 
nce nature 


Reaſon al 


lature and 
| Make lov 
hen happi 
That's v 
ome then, 
lu be na 
ut find oui 
| And pro) 


What you 
| Is fleetin 
That Will 
| By its in 
When tha! 
And lov 
ne weak 


N With al 


The beauti 
May ſta 
ut charm: 
Where 
Fertue an 
Make b 
The lange 
My loy 


of 


Thy 


„„ 
by ſafter thoughts are a' betray d, 
And naſays no worth tenting. 
hy aims thou to oppoſe thy mind, 
With words thy with denying : 
nce nature made thee to be kind, 
Reaſon allows complying. _ 


ature and reaſon's Joint conſent 
Make love a ſacred bleſſing, 
hen happily that time is ſpent, 
That's war'd on kind careſſing. 
ome then, my Katie, to my arms 
Pll be nae mair a rover; 
ut find out heaven in a' thy charms, 
And prove a faithful lover, 
=: SH E. 
What you deſign by nature's law, 
| Is fleeting inclination, | | 
That Willy— Wiſp bewilds us a” 
| By its infatuation, | | 
When that goes out, careſſes tire, 
And love's na mair in ſeaſon, 
ne weakly we blaw up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon 
; | HE. 
The beauties of inferior caſt 
May ſtart this juſt reflection; 
gut Charms like thine maun always laſt, 
Where wit has the protection. 
Fertue and wit, like April rays, 
Make beauty riſe the ſweeter ; 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My love will grow completer. 


D the tune of, The happy clown, 


] T was the charming month of May, 
When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 
FOE 25 Our: 
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705 
| One morning by the break of day, . 
Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 
From peaceful iber ſhe aroſe, 
Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
And o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 
| To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks ſo R ſo gay her mein. 

Her handſome ſhape, and dreſs ſo clean, 

She lookt all o'er like beauties queen, 
Dreſt in her belt aray. 


The gentle winds, a purling ſtream 
Eſſay'd to whiſper Chloe's name, 
The ſavage beaſts till then ne'er tame, 
| Wild adoration pay. 


The teacher people one might ſee, 
Parch'd all around her on a tree, 
With notes of ſweeteſt melody 


— Rey act a cheerful part. 


The aull ſlaves on the tilfpme plow, 
Their wearied necks and knees do bow 
A A glad ſubjection there they vow, 

To pay with all their heart. 


The bleating flocks that heb came by , 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and ruful cry, 

And dance around the brooks. 


The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, 
And Forth that foam'd and roar'd ere while 
Glides calmly down as ſmooth as dil, 


T hro? all itscharming crooks 
The finny ſquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry clement, 


glazie nu: 


The inſects, 
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And all her 
dne left all 
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Palow, m. 
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| Balow, 
I grie 


Balow, m 
And whe 
Put ſmile 
To coze 
For in t! 
The ten 
Balou 


hen h 
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VV 
olazie numbers down they bent, 
| They flutter all along. 
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The inſects, and each creeping thing, 

oin'd to make up the rural ring; 

l friſk and dance, if ſhe but ſing, | 
1 8 And make a jovial throng. 


* 8 


* e — 
> * * 
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ind Phoebus now began to rife, 

Ind paint with red the caſtern Skies, 

track with the glory of her eyes, 

He ſhrinks bchind a cloud. 


er mantle on a bow ſhe lays, 

And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 

She left all nature in amaze, 

And skip'd into the wood, 
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Lady Anne Bothwel's Lament 


Dow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 

It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep 
{ thou'lt be filent, I'll be glad, | 
Tay mourning makes my heart full ſad, 
Palow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me preat annoy. 
Balow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 
I grieves me ſore to hear thee weep, 


$alow, my darling, fleep a while, 

ind when thou wak'ſt then ſweetly ſinile, 
Fut ſmile not as thy father did, | 

Lo cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 

For in thine eye his look I ſee, 

The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balou, my boy, &c. 


hen he began to court my love, 
and with his ſugar'd words to move, 
| His 
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One morning by the break of day, 


Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 


From peaceful ſlumber ſhe th: 
Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
And o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 


To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mein. 

Her handiome ſhape, and dreſs ſo clean, 

She lookt all o'er like beauties queen, 
Dreſt in her belt aray. 


The gentle winds, a purling ſtream 

 Effay'd to whiſper Chloe's name, 
The ſavage beaſts till then ne'er tame, 

Wild adoration me 


The feather'd people one might ſee, - 
Parch'd all around her on a tree, 
With notes of ſweeteſt melody 

| Ip act a cheerful part. 


The dull ſlaves on the ils plow, 

Their wearied necks and knees do bow 

A glad ſubjection there they vow, 

| To pay with al their hs: 


The bleating flocks that then came by , 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarfe and ruful c 


And dance around the brooks, | 


The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, 
And Forth that foam'd and roar'd ere while 
Glides calmly down as ſmooth as dil, 

Thro' all its charming crooks, 
The finny ſquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry clement, 
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olazie numbers down they bent, 
Ir, | They flutter all along. 


ſhe inſects, and each creeping thing, 
did to make up the rural ring; 
il friſk and dance, if ſhe but ſing, 
And make a jovial throng, _ 


lind Phoebus now began to riſe, 

Ind paint with red the eaitern skies, 

tack with the glory of her eyes, 

He ſhrinks bchind a cloud. 


Er mantle on a bow ſhe lays, 
Ind all her glory ſhe diſplays, 
hne left all nature in amaze, 


And skip'd into the wood, 


Lady Anne Bothwels Lament 


Dow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 

It grieves me fore to hear thee weep 
thowlt be ſilent, I'Il be glad, 

Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad, 
below, my boy, thy mother's joy, 

Thy father bred me preat annoy. 
Balou, my boy, ly jtill and ſleep, 

I grie ves me ſore to hear thee weep, 


Walow, my darling, fleep a while, | 
nd when thou wak'ſt then ſweetly ſinile, 
Put ſmile not as thy father did, 

o cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 

For in thine eye his look I ſee, 

The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balou, my boy, &c. 


8. 


'S, 8 
When he began to court my love, 
and with his ſugar'd words to move, 


Iu 
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Re 
His tempting face, and flatt'ring chear, 
In time to me did not appear; 
But now I ſee, that cruel he 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 
Ballou, my hoy, | 


» 


Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt youth, 
That ever kiſt a woman's mouth, 
Let never any after me, 

Submit unto thy courtely : 

For, if they do, O! cruel 'thoi 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 

Balow, my boy, &c. 


I was too cred'lous at the firſt, 

To yield thee all a maiden durſt, 

Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, _ 

Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love ; 

But quick as thought the change is wrought, 

Thy love's no more, thy promiſe nought. 
Balou, my boy, &. 


I wiſh I were a maid again, | 
From young men's flattcry Id refrain, 
For now unto my grief | find, 

They all are perjur'd and unkind: 
Beuitching eharrn> bred all my harms, 

Witnels my babe lies in my arms. 

Balow. my boy, &c. 


9 1 my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 
And lull my young fon on my lap, 
From me, ſweet orphan, take the pap. 

Balow, my child, thy mother mild 
Shall wail as from all bliſs exil'd, 

Balou, my boy, & c. 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me. 
| Whoſe preateit grief 's for wronging thee, 
Nor pity her deſerved {mart, 


Who 


ſho can b 
pr, too ſot 
ith faire 
Balow, u 


low, my 
hen he tl 
VOWS an: 
fer d the 
t now pe 
ke him « 
Balow, m 


t curſe no 
ng with r 
caps at d 
hether th 
ſome pro 
d laid the 


Balow, my 


1h I were 
re he lie 
peating, a 
name, w 
woman's 


| hell for 


Palow, my 


inen lacks 
n quickly 
[mock or 
rap hin 
me! how 

had nee! 
ale, my 


W, my bo 
ſoon, ala 
griefs at 


V 

ho can blame none but her fond heart; 
r, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, 

ith faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. 
Balow, my boy, &c. | 


low, my boy, thy father's fled, _ 
hen he the thriſtleſs ſon has play'd, 
vows and oaths, forgetful he — 
fer d the wars to thee and me. | 

t now perhaps thy curſe and mine 
ke him eat acorns with the ſwine. 
Balow, my boy, ce. 


t curſe not him, perhaps now he, 

ng with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : 
caps at death; for who can tell 
hether the judge of heaven and hell, 
ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
d laid the dear deceiver low. 

Balou, my boy, &C. 


11h I were into the bounds | 
re he lies ſmother'd in his wounds 
peating, as he pants for air, | 
name, whom once he call'd his fair, 
woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, | 

| (he'll forgive, tho' not forget, 

Palow, my boy, &c. \ 


Inen lacks, for my love's ſake, 

n quickly to him would I make 
[mock once for his body meet, 
wrap him in that winding ſheet, 
me! how happy had I been, 
had ne er been wrapt therein. 
alow, my boy, &c. 


w, my boy, I'll weep for thee ; 
ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me: 
griets are growing to a ſum, 
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God grant thee patience when they come; 


Born to ſuſtain thy-mother's ſhame. 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 
Balow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, f 


1 * me fore to hear thee weed: 0 


s O N 6. 
She raiſe and loot me in. 


HE night her filent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the skies; 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 

Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes. | 


When at her father's yate I knock'd, 


Where I had often been, 
She ſhrowded only with her ſmock, 
Aroſe and loot me in. | 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
bhe trembling ſtood aſham'd; 
Her ſwelling breaſt and glowing face, 
And ev ry touch inflam'd, | 
My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the fort to vin; 
And her fond heart was Go betray'd. 
To yew and let me in. | 


Then, then, beyond expreſling, | 
* Tranſporting was the joy; 

I knew no greater bleſſing, 
So bleſt a man was I. 

And ſhe, all raviſht with delight, 
Bid me oft come again 

And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
She'd riſe and let me in. 


Rut ah ! at laſt ſhe W with bairn, 
And ſighing fat and dull, 

And that was as much concern d. 
Look'd e' en juſt like a fool. 
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* 

er lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her raſh ſinn 
efioh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. 

it who cou'd cruelly deceive, 

Or from ſuch beauty part : 

ov'd her fo, I could not leave 

The charmer of my heart ; 

t wedded, and conceal'd our crime: 
Thus all was well again, 

d now ſhe thanks the happy time 
| That Cer ſhe loot me in. 


$0 NG. 
= Love's a fweet paſſion, 


© love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment: 
fa bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint? 
nee] ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhonld I complain, 
grieve at my fate, fince I know tis in vain. 

t ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo {oft is the dart, | 
hat at once it both wounds me, and tickles myheart 


md by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known. 
bt oh! how I'm bleſs'd when fo kind ſhe does prove, 
y ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love, 

hen in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 


How pleaſing is beauty? how ſweet are the charms! 
ow delightful embraces? how peaceſul her arms? 

Ire there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

is taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
d to beauty's bright ſtandart all heroes mult yield, 
or tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair field. 


22 John 


I graſp her hands gently, look languiſhing down, 


Wn 
d our eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 
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(268) 
John Ochiltree. 


ONEST man John Ochiltree: | 


Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Wit thou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do, 
Alche, alake ! I wont to do 
Oben, Ohon ! T wont to do! 
Now wont te dis away frae me, 
Frae filly auld John Ochiltree 
Honcit man John Ochiltree, 
Mine ain auid John Ochiltree; 
Coma anes out o'er the moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Mt, alake ! 1dow to do! 
Ialaways! I dow to do! 
To whoſt and birple ver my tree, 
Ny bonny Ov, is 4. 1 may do, 


* 


Walaways John Ochiltree, 

For mony a time | tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade ſae faſt by ſea and land, 
And wadna keep a bridle hand; 
Thou'd tine the beaſt, thy ſell wad die, 

My ſilly auld John Ochiltree. 

Come to my arms, my bonny thing, 

And chear me up to hear thee ſing ; 

And tell me oer a' we hae done, 


For thoughts maun now my life ſuſtain, 


Gae thy ways John Ochiltree : 
Hae done! it has nae ſa'r wi' me. 
PU et the beaſt in throw the land, 
She'll may be fa” in a better hand, 
Even fit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do ftll. 
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8 o NG. 


To the tune of, Jenny beguiPd the webſier, 
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: The auld chorus. 

0 Up ftairs, down ſtairs, 
Timber. ſtairs fear me. | 
Im laith to he a' night my lane, 

And Johny's bed ſae near me. 
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Mither dear, I ?gin to fear, 

Tho' Pm baith good and bonny, 
winna keep; for in my fleep ; 
| I ſtart and dream of Johny. 
hen Johny then comes down the glen, 
| To woo me, dinna hinder; 
ut with content gr your conſent ; 
For we twa ne'er can finder, *» 


tter to marry, than miſcarry: 

For ſhame and ſkaith's the clink o't, 

0 thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, 

I downa bide to think oft; - 

ze while *tis time, I'll ſhun the crime, 

| That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 

Vith hainches fow, and een ſae blew, 
To a' the bedrals bindging. 


| ad Eppy's apron bidden down, 
The kirk had ne'er à kend it; 
t when the word's gane thro” the town, 
| Abke how can ſhe mend it. 
ow Tam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pillar ; 
Id that's the way that they maun gae, 
# For poor folk has na filler. 
0 | | 
ow ha'd ye'r tengue, my daughter oung, 
Replied the kindly mither, 3 | 


270 ) 
Get Johny's hand in haly band. 
Syne wap ye'r wealth . ; 
I'm o' the mind, if he be kind, | 
Yell do your part diſcrectly ; 
And prove a wife, will gar his life, 
And barrel run right ſweetly. 5h 


s O N 6. 


To. the tune of, at ye wha I met yeſtreen, Ke, 


F all the birds, whoſe tuneful throats 
Do welcome in the verdant ſpring, | 

J far prefer the Stirling's notes, 
And think the does molt ſweetly ſing. 
Nor thruſh, nor linnet, nor the bird, 
Brought from the far Canary coaſt, 
Nor can the nightingale afford 
Such melody as ſhe can boaſt. 


When Phoebus ſouthward darts his fires, 
And on our plains he looks aſcance, 
The nightingale with him retires, | 
_ My Stirling makes my blood to dance. 
In ſpite of Hyem's nipping froſt, 
Whether the day be dark or clear, 
Shall I not to her health entoaſt, | 
Wo makes it ſummer all the year. 


Then by thyſelf, my lovely bird, 
ll ſtroke thy back, and kiſs thy breaſt ; 
And if you'll take my honeſt word, 

As facred as before the prieſt, 

I'll bring thee where I will deviſe 

Such various ways to pleaſure thee, 
The velvet-fog thou will deſpiſe, 
When on the down y-hills with me. 


A S O NG, 
To its own tune, 
N Jawanry laſt, 
On munanday at morn, 


s through 
To view 
I looked m 
And ſaw 
Ine glanci: 
With a 


I ſaid, Go 
And ſhe 
Return'd a 
Good da 
Iſpear'd, 
Do you 
Nouth ſhe 
Out o'e: 


Far maid 
To ha 
or I'm g 
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ind Sir, 
For I 
hope y. 
| Than 
or may 

J ha me 


| And |} 


Na, if y. 
I hae 
Rather | 
I will 
ind chi 
My | 


| n 
5 through the fields I paſt, 
To view the winter corn, 
Ilooked me behind, | 

And ſaw come o'er the know, 
Ine glancing in her apron, 
With a bonny brent brow. 


1 ſaid, Good moi row, fair maid ; 
Ke, And ſhe right courteouſly 
| Return'd a beck, and kindly ſaid, 
Good day, fweet fir, to you. 
I fear'd, My dear, how far awa 
Do you intend to gae. | 
Oouth ſhe, I mean a mile of twa, 
Out o'er yon broomy brae. 
Bays HE. 
Fair maid, Pm thankfu' to my fate, 
To have fic company; | 
or I'm ganging ſtraiglit that gate, 
Where ye intend to be. 
hen we had gain a mile or twain, 
I ad to her, My dow, 
ay we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bonny mou, 
ind Sir, ve are a wi miſtane; 
For I am nane of theſe. 
hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, 
Than to ruffle womens claiſe: 
or maybe I have choſen ane, 
And plighted him my vow, 
ha may do wi' me what he likes, 
And kiſs my bonny mou. 
H E. 
Na, if ye are contracted, 
I hae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, 
I will gie o'er the play; 
d chuſe anither will reſpet 
My love and on me rew ; 
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| 272 
And let me claſp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou. 8 
O fir, ye are proud-hearted, 9 
And laith to be ſaid nay, 
Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarted 
For ought that I did ſay, 
For women in their modeſty 
At firſt they winna bow; 
But if we like your company. 


Well prove as kind as you. 
SONG, 


To the Tune of, Pl never leave thee. 


CYE day I heard Mary fay, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 
Stay deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me. 

Alas! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me. | 

I'll live and die for thy fake; 
Let never leave thee. 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, | 
Has Mary deceived thee? 
Did &er her young heart betray 
New love, that has gciev'd thee ; 
My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
I )hou may delieve me. | 
III love the lad night and day, 
And never leave thee. | 


Adonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee? 

Can Mary thy anguiſh ſooth 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee. 

My paſſion can ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee : 


Deligh ted 
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1 
Delighted ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 


gut leave thee, leave thee, lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 

0! that thought makes me ſad, 
Ill never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 
Why does he grieve me ? 

Alas! my poor heart will die, 


If I ſhould leave thee. 


Sleepy Body, Drowſy Body. 
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Wy MNOLENTE, Quacſo repente 
Vigila, vive, me taige. 

Sumnolente, quaeſo repente 

71a, vive, me tange. 

Cum me ambiebas, 

Videri folebas 

Imoris negotiis aptus ; 

At factus maritus, 

In lecto ſopitus 

omno es, haud amore, tu captus. 
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O ſleepy body, 


And drowſy body, RENT "a 
O wiltuna waken and turn thee: _ 4" 
To drivel and drant, | | | | "0 
While I ſigh and gaunt, | vl 


Gives me good reaſon to ſcorn thee, 


en thou ſnouldſt be kind, 
Thou turns ſleepy and blind, 
End ſnoters and ſnores far irae me. 
Wae light on thy face, 

Thy drowſy embrace 

enough to gar me betray thee, 


General 


De- 


n 


Then te 


Shall hae them a', 
Whate'er come on it. | 
Buſk up your plaids, my lads, 
Cock up your bonnets. 
March, march, &c. 


. 


To the tune of, III gar ye be fain to follou me. 


HE. 


General LzsLy' March to Longman en te 

moor. The plead) 

Alake, tho' 

Arch. march, Alover (ac 
Why the d do ye na march! 

Stand to your arms, my lads, *s : e 
Fight in good order. Which la 
Front about, ye muſxeteers all, T 3 

Till ye come to the Engliſh border. of 8 
| Stand till't, and fight like men, eraall f 

True goſpel to maintain, Then Jot 

The parliament blyth to ſee us a coming, er while 

When to the kirk we come, contente 

We'll purge it ilka room, e 

Frac Don relicts, and a' fic innovations, G 

That a' the warld may ſee, 1 

There's nane i' the right but we, To fond 

Of the auld Scotiſh nation. A pain te 
Jenny ſhall wean the hood, NY 

| N the fark of Gop; Bear 

And the kiſt fou of whiſtles, Bear wil 

That make ſick a cleiro, F 

Our pipers braw, May na 


'DIEV for a while my native green plains, OB 

My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains, 
Dear Nelly, frac theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, To w 
An 


Were minutes not ages, while ent frac thee; 
9 SKY 


1 
: S. 
maſton i Then tell me the reaſon thou does not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away; 
Alake, thou deceiver, oer plainly I ſee, 
Alover Ge roving will never mind me. 
Hz. : 

The reaſon unhappy, is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, 
Whick lays a neceſſity now upon me, 
To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee, 

SHE. 

Small fortune may ſerve where love has the Fray . 
Then Johny be counſePd na langer to ſtray, 
For while thou proves conſtant in kinaneſs to me, 
Contented PU ay find a treaſure in thee. 

| HE. 

0 ak my dear charmer, elſe ſoon Pl betray 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way. 
To fondneſs which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me. 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs, ye flowers, 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 
Ifever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naithing e &'er {mile upon me. 


To the Tune of, 
| B US K ye, busk ye, my bonny bride ; 
i Bust ye. buſk ye, my bonny marrow ; 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonry bride, 
Buſh and go to the braes of Yarrow; 


roms There will we ſport and gacher dew, 
Dancing while lavrock hog the morning; 
5 There learn frae turtles to prove true; 
ar O Bell, ne'er vex me with thy korning. 
* 


F To weſtlin breezes Flora yields, 
e. And when the beams are kindly warming. 


(276 
" Blychnels x appears o'er all the OR 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming. 
. earn frac the burns that trace the mead, 
' Tho? on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtylic they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their {weetneſs in his boſom, 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my ; bonny Bell, 


Haſte to my arms, and there ]'ll guard thee, 


With free conſent my fears repel, 
III with my love and care reward thee, 
Thus fang I ſaftly to my fair, | 
W ha rais'd my hopes with kind n 
O queen of ſmiles, I ask na mair, 
Since now my n Bell's conſenting, 


Corn Riggs are bonny. 


V Patic is a lover gay, 
BY His mind 1s never muddy, 
_ His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
Eis face is fair and ruddy. | 
Hlis ſhape is handſom, middle ſize; 
He's ſtately in his wawking; 3 
The ſtining of his cen ſurprize; 
Tis heaven to hear him — 


Laſt night I met bim on a bawk, 
Where: yellow corn was growing. 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing, 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony, 
That gais me like to ſing ſinſy ne, 
O corn rigs are bonn y). 


oF melons of a ſilly mind 


Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 


We chaſtly ſhould be granting; 


* 


Then 


Ws a 
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My orief 
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ave I no 
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| as not 
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bome gloo 
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to that | 
There wil 
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bold earth 


Il have tl 
head t 


46 970 
| Then Vl comply, and marry Pate, 
* And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs are bonny, 


Cromlet's Lilt. 
e Tnce all thy vows, falſe maid, 
1 8 Are blown to air, 
Ind my poor heart betray'd 
To fad deſpair, 
nto ſome wilderneſs, 
My grief I will expreſs, 


Ind wy hard heartedneſs 
Q cruel fair. 


e! not graven our loves 

On every tree: 

þ yender ſpreading groves, 

Tho” falſe thou be: 
Mas not a folemn oath 

Piohted betwixt us both, 

Thou thy faith, I my troth, 
Conſtant to be. 


me gloomy place yu find, 

; Some doleful ſhade, 
Where neither ſun nor wind 

I E'er entrance had: 
into that hollow cave, 
There will I ſigh and rave, 

ecauſe thou doſt behave, 

So 


Fill fruit ſhall be my meat, 
jold earth ſhall be my ſeat : 


For covering 
Il have the ſtarry sky 
head to canopy, 


Then Aa 


F'll drink the ſpring, 


Un» 


c 278 ) 
Until wy foul. on by 
Shall ſpread its wing, 


*" 


x I'l . no funeral fire, 


Nor tears. for me; 
No grave do I deſire, 
4 Nor obſeques: 
85 The courteous Red- breaſt he 
With leaves will cover me, 
And ling my elegy 
| | With Jolefal voice. 


And when a ghoſt I am, 
8 I'll viſit thee, 

O thou deceitful dame, . 
V hoſe cruelty 

Has kill'd the kindeſt heart 
That e'er felt Cupid's dart, 
And never can deſert 15 

From loving thee. 


s ON . 
We'll a to KIs o ge, 


N I'll awa to bonny Tweed ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he fall be mine, 
Gif ſae he incline, 
For TI hate to lead apes below. 


While young and fair, 
I'll make it my care, 
_ To ſecure my ſell in a jo; 
I'm no ſic a fool 
To let my blood coo, 
A ſyne os: lead apes below 


Few words, bonny lad, 


Will cithly perſuade. 
Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no, 


or I hats 


We neve1 


And let th 


That bear 


Or to be | 


And let u 


And neve 
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Gae on with your ſtrain, 
And doubt not to gain, 
Tor! hate to lead apes below. 5 


Unty'd 6 a man, 
Do what e'er we can. 
We never can thrive or dow: 
| Then I will do well; 
Do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 


Our time is precious, 
And Gods are gracious 
That beauties upon us beſtow ; ; 
Tis not to be thought, 
We got them for nought, 
Or to be 1 up for ſhow. 


Tis carried by votes, 
Come kilt up ye'r coats, 
And le us to Edinburgh go, 
Where ſhe that's bonny 
| | May catch a Jouny, 
d never lead apes below. 


William and Margaret. 
An old B 4 LL AD. 


WAS at the fearful milnight wag 
| When all were faſt a ſleep, 
In glided Margaret's gr'mly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet. 


Her face was pale like April n morn, / 
Clad in a wintry cloud; 

Ind clay cold was her lilly hand 

That held her fable ſhroud. 


o ſhall the faireſt face appear; | 
When youth and years are flown: 


Such 
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Awake 1 


| Such! is the robe that kings D wear, : 


When death, has reft their crown. 
Fer bloom was like the Gringing flow'r 
That ſips the ſilver dew ; 
The roſe was budded in her check: 
Juſt opening to the view, 


But love had, like the canker worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 

The roſe grew pale, and left her check ; 
She dy'd before her time. 


-ſhe cry'd, thy true love al, 
Come from her midnight grave: 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to fave. 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 

And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath. 
And give me back my maiden-vow. 
And give me back my troth, 


How could you fay, 1 my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 


How could you win my virgin heart, 


Yet leave that heart to break? 
Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 


Why faid you, that my 2, were bright, 


Jet left theſe eyes to weep ? 


How could you ſwear, my lips was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 


And as 
Believe 


That fac 
Theſe 
Dark are 
And ev 


The hun 

The v 
And cold 
Till th. 


But hark 
Along 


Come ſee, 
| That d 


The lark 
And ra 
Pale Will 
Hd 


He He hy%q ; 
: W her Ec 
And ſtrete] 
| That x 


And thric 
| ang th 
2 laid 
And wo 


And why did I, young witleſs maid, | 
Believe the flatt'ring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair; 
Theſe lips no longer red; 

Dark are my eyes, now Clos'd in death, 
And every charm is fled, 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
The winding ſheet I wear: 

And cold and weary laſts our night, 

Till that laſt morn appear. 


ut hark !--the cock has warn'd me hence 
A long and late adieu 
ome ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 


That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſt'ring head: 

Pale William quak'd in every limb; 

| They, raving, left his bed. 


He hy'd him to the fatal place 

| Where Margaret's body lay, 

Ind ſtretch'd him o'er the green graſs turf 
That wrapt her breathleſs clay. 

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name. 
And thrice he wept full fore ; 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more. 


The COMPLAINT. 


HE fun was ſunk beneath the hill, 

K The weſtern cloud was lin'd with gold: 
Elear was the Sky, the wind was (till, 

The flocks was pen'd within the fold ; 

hen in the filencc of the grove, 

$ oor Damon thus deſpair d of love. 
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Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 
From the hard rock or oozy beech; 
Wc from each weed that barren grows, 
Expects the grape or downy peach? 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 


No flocks have I, or fleecy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 
Lo paſtures g green or gar. lens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain. 
Then all in vain my ſighs muſt prove, 
Whole whole alias, alas! is love. | 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 


Since womens hearts are bought and fol? 1 


They aſk no vous of ſacred truth; 
Whene*er they ſigh they ſigh to gold. 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove 
Thus I'm ſcorn'd,—— who have but hve | 


To buy the gems of India s coaſt, 
What wealth, what riches would ſuffice ? 

Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt, | 
The luſtre of the rival eyes: 

For there the world too cheap muſt prove; 

Czn I then buy! ho have but love. 


Then, Mary, ſince nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 

Be juſt, as fair, and value more, 
Than gems or ore, a heart ſincere : 

Let treaſure meaner beauties prove ; 


Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 


SONG. 


s 
Jo the tune of, Montroſe's Lines, 


Toſs and tumble thro” the night, 
And with th' approaching day, 


— 


Think 


inking x 
PII banil 
But when 
And che 
I though 
My car 


My tortur 
Bereave 
My thou 
With c 
But had I 
Who g 
My raptu 
And ſol 


Id not er 
| Bleſs'd 
Nor yet t 
In fair 
Paris with 
| Wow' 
Af of her 
| Thric: 


"Think 


OS + 
inking when darkneſs yields to light, 
Pll banith care away: _ | 
ut when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chear all nature round, _ 

u thoughts of pleaſure in me dies ; 

My cares do itil abound. 


My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 

| Bereaves me of my reſt _ 

My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, . 
With care I'm ſtul oppreſt: | 

But had I her wit in my breaſt, 

Who gives me io mich pa n. 

y raptur'd foul would be at reſt, _ 

And ſotteſt joys regain, = 


I'd not envy the god of war, 

| Bleſs'd with fair Venus? charms, 
Nor yet the thuadriig jupiter 
In fair Alcmena?s arins: 

Paris with Hel-n?; beauty bleſt, 

| Wouw'd be a j.{t to me 
of her charms | were poſſeſt, 
Thrice happie wou'd I be. 


1 


But ſince the Gods do noi ordain 
duch happy fate for me, 

dare not gainſt their will repine, 

E Whorule my deſtiny. 8 
ich ſprightſy wine Ul drown my care, 
And cheriſh up my ſoul ; 

hen e'er | think on my loſt fair, 

Ill drown her in the bowl. 


r . Fay 
ot ONES ng 


The Decziver. 


lth tuneful pipe, and hearty plec, 
' Young Waty wan my heart; 


JA ulyther lad ye cou dna ler, 
All beauty without art. 
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His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail 


10 gain my fond belief; 


But ſoon the ſwain 

| Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
| Aud leaves me full of grief. 


Tho Colin courts with tuneful ſang, | 
Jei few regard his mane : 
The lafles a? nd Waty thrang, 
| While Colin's left alane: 

In Aberden | 
Mas never ſeen 
A lad that gave ſic pain, 
| He daily woos 
And till purſues, | 
Till he does all, till he does all 
TW he does all obtain. 


But fron as he has gain'd the blifs, 
2, Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a kiſs. 
| To lilly me undone : 
Bonny Katy, 
Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving ſwain: 
His wylly tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, 
Or you, like me; or you, like me, 
Like he will be undone. 


| Sweet Suſan, 


Io the tune of, Locker Sigh 


I. 


Tr morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 


The buds d 
Ten tho 
hen on t 
Young Ja 
zz bonnie 


On Lead 


ow ſweet 
In heave 
ler ſmilin 
That na 
U never | 
But bleſ 
her deal 
My min 


Jet tho! f. 
| Of ever 
ach good 
Poor m 
) boyny | 
| To thir 
our joys 
| The cr) 


ly wand' 
And nit 
ut if y e'. 
Ful (tad 
Jur years 
From 
Ius nor 
on Le 
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5 | Cana m 
equal! 
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The 
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The buds did bow with ſilver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: 
hen on the bent, with blyth content, 
Young Jamie ſang his marrow, 
12 bonnier laſs &er tread the graſs 
On Leader-haughs and Farrow. 
. 
ow ſweet her face, where every grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted; ; | 
ler ſmiling een, and comely mein 
That nae perfection wanted. 
never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow: 
her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 
III. 
Jet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
| Of every charm inchanting, 
ach good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 
Poor me, it love be wanting. 
) boyny laſs! have but the grace 
| To think, e'er ye gae furder, 
our joys maun flit, if ye commit 


The crying ſin of murder. 
| | TV; -:-: 


Wy wand'ring ghaiſt will ner get reſt, | 
And night and day affright ye; 


ut if ye're kind, with joyful mind 


Bil ſtudy to delight ye. 3 


Jur years around with love thus crown'd, 


From all thing joys ſhall borrow ; 


Thus none thall be more bleſt than we 


on Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 
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I ſweeteſt Sue! 'tis only you 


7 


” 


V. 


Caa make life worth my wiſhes, 


equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes. 
Fhou art my fin, and thy leaſt frown 


Would blaſtme in the bloſſom: 
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But if thou ſhine, and 18 me thine, | 


bn Houriſh 1 in thy . 


Cowen Moo wt, 


H EN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves. 
3 the ews and lambkins feed, 
And muſick f the groves. 


But my lov'd Gant is then the broom 
So fair on Cowdon-knows; 

For ſure fo ſweet, fo ſoft a bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed 

And won my yielding heart ; 
No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed 
Could play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 


The hills and dales all round, 
Of Leader-haughs and Leader-ſide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound. 


vet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowden-knows; _ 
For ſure {o freſh, ſo bright a bloom 


Elſewhere there never r grows: 


Not Tiviot braes ſo green and gay 
May with this broom compare, 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry, May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair, 


More pleaſing far are Cowden- knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ews 
Az even among the broom, 
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le powers 
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le powers that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed with Tiviot flows, 

nvey me to the beſt of ſwains, 

And my lov'd Cowdon- knows. 


Sandy and Betty. 


CANDY in Edinburgh was born 

J As blyth a lad as &er gade thence : 

betty did Stafford-ſhire adorn . 
With all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


ad Sandy ſtill remain'd at hame, 

He had not blinkt on Betty's ſmile; 
For why he caught the gentle fame _ 
On this ſide Tweed full many a mile. 


Nie like the fragrant violet, | 

Still flouriſh'd in her native mead : 

He, like the ſtream, improving yet 
The further from his fountain-head. 


The ſtream muſt now no further ſtray ; 
A fountain fixt by Venus” power 

In his clear boſom, to diſplay, 

The beauties of his bord'ring flower. 


When gracious Anna did unite 

Two jarring nations into one, 

Phe bade them mutually unite, 

And make each other's good their own. 


ence farth let each returning year 
The roſe and thiſtle bear one (tem; 
he thiſtle be the roſe's ſpear, 

The r ofe the thiſtlès diadem, 
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he queen of Britain's high decree, 
The queen of love is bound to keep; 
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Anna the fovercign of the ſea, 
Venus the daughter of the 2. 


To Mrs, A, R. 


Ture of, Love's Guddeſs i in a M r Grow, 


ow 5 g begins her ſmiling round, 


And laviſh paints th? cnamell'd ground; 


The birds now lift the, chearful voice, 
And gay on every bough rcoice : 
Ihe lovely graces hand in hand 

Knit faſt in love's etcrnal band, 

With carly ſtep, at morning dawn, 

I read lightly o'er the N lawn. 


Where'er the youthful ſiſters move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial love: 

Nou, by the river's painted ſide, 

The fwain delipt ts his country bride; 
While pleas'd, ſhe hears his artleſs vows, 
Fach bird his feather'd conſort woos: 
oon will the ripen'd ſumwer yield 
Her various gi to every field. 


The fertile trees, a lovely how! 0 
With ruby-tinctur'd birth ſhall plow; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lillics born 
" Perfume the breezes of the morn: 
The ſmiling day and dewy night 

To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 

With ſummer ſweets to feaſt her eye, 
Yet ſoon, ſoon, will the ſummer fly. 


Attend, my lovely maid and know 
To profit by th' inſtructive ſhow, 


low your 
Uin the 
he lovely 
0 every 
ow, NOW 
Vith beau 


ut when 
bink not 
et not tt 
h! mult. 
or ſee the 
ad emble! 
low winte 
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Et when 
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blazing 
d fires | 
gay del. 
d do no 
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ow young and blooming thou appears 
in the flouriih of thy years: 

he lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 

o every eye the bluſhing roſe ; 

ow, now the tender ſtalk is ſeen 

Vith beauty freſh, and ever green. 


ut when the ſunny hours are paſt, 
bink not the coz ning ſcene will laſt; 
et not the flatt'rer hope perſuade, 

h! muſt I fay, that it will fade? 

or ſee the ſummer flies away, 

id emblem of our own decay 

bow winter from the frozen north 
Inves ſwift his iron chariot forth. 


Grove, 


is grizly hands in icy chains 

air Tweda's ſilver ſtream conſtrains. 
alt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 

e wanders on the tops of Lare; 

hold his footſteps dire are ſeen 

onfeſt o'er ev'ry with ring green; 
riev'd at the fight, when thou ſhalt fee 
ſnowy wreath to cloath each tree. 


equenting now the ſtream no more, 
hou flies, difpleas*d, the frozen ſhore, 


tlate, to charm thy raviſh'd view; 
hen ſhall a ſigh thy foul invade, 

d o'er thy plcaſures caſt a ſhade : 
Dall J, ah! horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 
like to this ſome other day ? 


Et when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
he pleaſure of the fields is loſt, 
blazing hearths at home we run, 

d fires ſupply the diſtant ſun; 

gay delights our hours employ, 

d do not loſe, but changeour joy. 


WY 


W hen thou ſhall miſs the flowers that grew 
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Happy ! | abandon every care, 
To lead the dance, to court the fair. 


To turn the page of ſacred bards, 
"Fo drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
In cities thus with witty fri- nds 

In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 

But when the lovely white and red 
Fre m the pale aſhy cheek is fled, 
Then wrinkles dire, and age ſevere 
Make beauty fly, we know not where. 


The fair, whom fates unkind difarm, 

Ah! muſt they ever ceaſe to charm ? 
Or is there left ſome pleaſing art 

To keep ſecure a captive heart? 
Unhappy love! may lovers ſay, 
Beauty, thy food, does ſwift decay; 
"When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What it thy famine can prevent? 


Lay in good ſenſe without timeous care, 


That love may live on wiſdom's fare: 
'Tho? extaſy with beauty flies, 

Eſteem is born when beauty dies, 
Happy the man whom fates decree 
Their richeſt giſt in giving thee : 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy wiſdom ſhall delight bis age. 


Horace, Book I, ode II. 


To W. D. 


Tune of, 17 tly was. p wantoy wag, 


"IL L Y ne'er enquire what end 

The Gods for thee or me intend ; 
How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes : 
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HE. w 

Th 
d mony 
Then h: 
ith cour: 


o kiſs het 


wpier the man that ne'er repines, 
Vhatever lot his fate aſſigns, 
han they that idly vex their lives 


Vith wizards and inchanting wives. 


Thy preſent years in mirth employ, 
Ind conſecrate thy youth to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
hall bounteous add a winter more, 

Ir this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 

hat rages o'er the Pentland firth, 

ſo more with Home the dance to lead; 
ake my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


Vith blyth intent the goblet pour, 

hat's ſacred to the genial hour, 

flowing wine (till warm thy ſoul, 

nd have no thoughts beyond the bowl. 
Wchold the flying hour is loſt, 
or time rides ever on the poſt, 
ven while we ſpeak, even while we think, 
d waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


ollect thy joys each preſent day, 

d live in youth, while beſt you may; 
ave all your pleaſures at command, 
or truſt one day in fortunc's hand. 
hen willy be a wanton wag, 
ye wad ple aſe the laſſes braw, 

t bridals then ye'll bear the brag, 

J carry ay the gree awa,” 


The Widow. 


HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape,and the widow can ſew 

d mony braw things the widow can do; _ 

Then have at the widow, my laddie. 

th courage attack her baith early and late, 

d kiſs her and clap her ye manna be blate ; 

B b 2 Speak 


iin 


2920 
14 5 well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 


FT o win a young v 1 my ladie, 


4 


wpy and 
My fligh 

1y bonny, 
The widow ſhe's youthfuy, and never ae hair 9 | J 
The war of the wearing, and has a good Skair 


Ober hi 
Of every thing lovely; : he s v.itty and fair, ich Ae. 
And has a rich; jointure, my laddie. o drive t 
What cont you with better your pleaſure to crown To foal 
Than a widow the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, my bonn 

With naithing, but draw in your ſtool and fit donn 

And port with the . 78d my luddic; There's 

ainſt h 
Then till'er . killer with courteſie dead, — 5 
Tho? ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plcad 8 
Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed my bonny 
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. | 
Strike iron while 'tis het, if ye'd haveit to wald, Tha os 
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, of hereto 
But ru ins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, Wo range 1 
unt for the widow, my Aale, While v 
my bonny 

The Highland Laſſie. ) lovely 
| 7 - | lay never 
H E lawland maids gang trig and fine, But bloo 


I But aft they're ſour and unco ſawcy ; 
Sac proud, they never can be kind 
Like my good humour'd highland laſſie, 


| O my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, ) LY T 


My hearty ſmiling highland laſſie, - JD Is al 
May never care mate thee leſs fair, Mc's all mv 
But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſi e. And all 

| If fre 

Than ony laſs in borrows- town, | Tis: 
Wha: mak their cheeks with patches motie. ST But \ 
I'd tak my Katie but a gown, | Ss ”This 

Bare-footed in her little coatie, | 

O my bon ny, &c. | TS hen I a1 
Firſt on 

Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, ight ſwee 
Whenc'er I kiſs and court my dautie; Aud Io 


Hap? 


U 
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wpy and Uh as ane wad wiſh, 

My flighteren heart gangs 12 pattie. 
my bonny, &c. 


r 
a Oer higheſt heathery bills PII tens 
Gn ith cockit gun and ratches tenty, 

4 o drive the deer out of their den, 
OY To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
ir donn bouny, &c. : 


There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word, 
anſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 

hile I tan weild my truſty ſword, 

Or frae my ſide whiſk out a whinger. 
my bonny, &ce. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 

nd berries ripe, invite my treaſure 

o range with me; let great fowk gloom, 

While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, | 
my bouny, bonny highland laſſie, | 
) lovely ſmiling highland laſſie, 

lay never care make thee leſs fair, 


| But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs * laſie. 


Jocky blyth and e. 


)LYTH Jocky young and gay, 
DJ Is all my heart's delight; 

Wc's all my talk by day, 

And all my dreams by night. 

If from the lad I be, 

*Tis winter then with me; 

But when he tarries here, 
T ſummer all the year. 


hen I and Jocky mct 

Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 
ight ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale. | 
Happ B b 2 Yow 


F 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 


That ſtaw my heart frae me; 5 


DO eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdain. 


Well can my Jocky kyth 
His love and courteſie, 
He made my heart full blyth 
____ When he firſt ſpake tome. 
His ſuit I ill deny d. 
He kiſs'd, and I comply'd: 
dae Jocky promis'd me, 
That he wad faithful be. 


Im glad when Jocky comes, 

Sad when he gangs away; _ 

, ?Tis night when Jocky glooms, 

But when he ſmiles *tis day. 

When our eyes meet, I pant, 
J colour, ſigh and faint ; 


What laſs that wad be kind, 


Can better tell her mind? 


Had away from me, Donald, 


Come away, come away, 


Come away wi' me, Jenny; 


Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 


Whaſe ſmiles anes raviſh'd me, Jenny: 


If you'll be kind, you'll never find 


That ought ſall alter me, Jenny; 
For you're the miſtris of my mind, 
Whate'er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
Yon-ſeem'd to favour me Jenny; 


But now, alas! you act a part 


That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Jenny. 


Unconſtancy is fic a vice, 
Tis not befitting thee, Jenny 


It fits no 
To cat 


Ha 

Hz 

Your hea 
It is ne 
Some fick 
Will 3 
To ilka 1 
And n 


But I've 
'Tis f 
Ill ne'er 
I hate 
Therefo 
Your 
For wor 
A rov 


Firſt wi 
| Ifrar 
Apparer 
Mad. 
Ilk virt 
The 
But nov 
To 


And nc 
Had 


Gae ſe 
And 
For IL'I 

For 
If fie ; 

Pit 
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lt ſuits not with your virtue nice 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny, 


Her Anſwer. 


Had away, had away, 
Had away frae me, Donald; 
Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Donald: 
Some fickle miſtris you may find 
Will jilt as fait as thee, Donald; 
To ilka ain ſhe will prove kind, 
And nac leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


But I've a heart that's nacthing ſuch, 
'Tis fila with honeſty, Donald, 
I'l ne'er love mony, I'll love much, 
I hate all levity, rs | 
Therefore ae muir. with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For words of falſhood Il defend, 
A roving love like thine, Donald. 


| Firſt when thou courted, I muſt own 
Ifrankly favour'd you, Donald; 

5 Apparent worth and fair renown, 

| Made me belicve you true, Donald, | 
Ilk virtue then ſcem'd to adorn 

The man efteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the mask fallen aff, I ſcorn 

| To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever, had away, 
Had away from me, Donald; 

Gae ſeek a heart that” s like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald; 
For "ll reſerve my ſell for ane, 

For ane that*s liker me, Donald; 
If fic a ane 1 canna find, 
JIl ne er loo man, nor thee, Donald. 
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DON 2 LD. 
Then I'm thy man, and falſe report, 
Has only tald a lie, Jenny ; _ t 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 
| : JENNY. 
When this ye prove, and {till can love, 
Then come away to me, Donald ; 
I'm well content, ne'er to repent 


That I have ſmil'd on thee, Donald. 
Todlen butt, and todlen ben, 


"HEN I've a ſaxpence under my thumb. 
Then I'll get credit in ilka town: 
But ay when Pm poor they bid me gang by ; j 
O! povery parts good company. _ 
Todlin hame, todlen hame, 
Coudna my love come todlin hame. 


Fair-fa' the goodwife, and ſend her good ſale, 
She gies us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if that her tippony chance to be ſma?, | 
We'll tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa'. 
Tocdlin hame, todlin hame, | 
As round as a neep come todlen hame, 


My kimmer and I lay down to fleep, 
And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed's feet; 

And ay when we waken'd we drank them d 
What think ye of my. wee kimmer and 1: 5 
Todlen butt, and todlen ben, | 

Sae round as my loove comes todlen Le 


Leez me on liquor, my todlin dow, 


Ye're ay ſae good humour'd when weeting your mou; 


When ſober ſae ſour, ye'll fight with a flee, 
That tis a blyth fight to the bairns and me, 
When todlen hame, todlen h:me, 
When round as a neep ye come todlen bame. 
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CF 
| The auld Man's beſt Argument 
To the tune of, Widow are ye wawkin? 


Wha's that at my chamber door ? 
« Fair widow are ye wawking ?” 
Auld carle, your ſuit give o'er, 
Your love lyes a' in tawking. 
Cie me the lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April meadow ; 5 Wh 
Iis fic as he can bleſs the Goht, ES, —_— 
And boſom of a widow. | | Wh 


O widow, wilt thou let me in, 
« Pm pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 


And come of a right gentle kin; 
| © I'm little mair "than fifty.” | 

Daft carle, dit your mouth, j 

What ſignifies how pawky, ö 

YA Or gentle born ye be, bot youth, | 
255 In love you re but a gawky. i 
„Then, widow, let theſe guineas ſpeak, 100 

| * That powerfully plead clinkan, _ £ 1 

1 And if they fail my mouth PII ſteck, 11 
And nae mair love will think on.” . 

; heſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 9 

1 I think they make you young, Sir, 9 

nd ten times better can expreſs 0 | 

: Affection, than your tongue, Sir. 14 
f WI 

: The peremptor Lader. a 

$ . Val 

$ To the tune of, John Anderſon, my Jo. I 

mou; | 1 


[S not your beauty, nor your wit, 
That can my hcart obtain; 
For 
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For they cou'd never conquer yet, 
Either my breaſt or brain: 
For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And trne as heretofore, 


Henceforth Pl ſcorn your ſlave to be, 


Or doat upon you more. 


Think not my fancy to o'ercome, 
| By proving thus unkind ; 

No ſmoothed ſight, nor finiling frown, 
Can ſatisfy my mind. 


Pray let Platonicks play ſuch pranks, : 


Such follies J deride; 
For love, at leaſt, I will "_ thanks, 
And nn elſe beſide. 


Then open-hearted be with mg, 
As I ſhall be with you, 

And let our actions be as free, 
As vertue will allow. 

If you'll prove loving, I'll prove kivd, 

If true, III conſtant be; 

If fortune chance to change your mind, 
Vl turn aſſoon as you, 


Since our affections well ye know, 
In equal terms to ſtand, 

?Tis in your power to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my hand, 

Diſpence with your auſterity, 

nconſtancy abhor, , 

Or, by great Cupid's deity, 

Pll never love you more. 


What's that to you. 


To the tune of, The glancing of her Apron. 


Y Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live-lang ſimmer day, 


Till we am 

At maki 
Her kurchy 
Ty'd or 
I whiſperec 
But wh. 


er ſtock; 
As tight 
0 ſic a les 
Her fk. 
er hair v 
And fv: 
Oh! Jean 
| But wh 


The roſe 
To m: 
dere is 
I have 
Only I fe 
| May c 
Aud that 
But wi 


4 Fed | 
Hide t 

Fat Ir 
L227 
bo do no 


„Till ad 
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Till we amaiſt were ſpoiled _ 
At making of the hay : 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, 
| whiſpered ſomething in her ear; 
But what's that to you: 2 


er ſtoekings were of Key green, 
As tight as ony ſilk: _ 
0 fic a leg was never ſeen, 
Her ſkin was white as milk ; 
er hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
And ſweet, ſwect was her mou, 
Oh! Jeany daintylie can kiſs; 
| But what's that to you; 


The roſe and lilly baith combine, 
To make my Jeany fair, 
ET here is nae benniſon like mine, 

I have amailt nae care; 
Only I fear my Jeany's face, 

{ May cauſe mae men to rew, 
und that may gar me fay, alas! 

But what's that to you? 


| Poren thy beanties, if thou can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 
Fat I may only be the man 
Lexy theſe looks divine. 

4 do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 

4 Ind [ with faithful heart ſhall ſwear, 
For ever to be true. | 


Wing Solomon had wives enew, 
And mony a concubine 

ut J enjoy a bleſs mair true, 
43. Joys were ſhort of mine; 
nd Jeany's happier than the 
She ſellom . her due, „ 
debts of love to her I pay, 
ad what's that to you? ; 
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$0NG, | 
To the abſent Florinda. we 
To the Tune of, Queen of Sheba's March. ag 
OME, F Ii lovely . Far, 5 
Come and fix this wav'ring heare, All the: 


Let thoſe eyes my ſoul rekindle, 


Ere I feel ſome foreign dart. Far | 

Come f 

Come, and with thy ſmiles ſecure me, We'll e 

If this heart be worth thy care, And all 
Favour'd by my dear Florinda, | g 

PU be true, as ſhe f is fair, "ITis 

| With ex 

Thouſand beauties trip around me, My blo 

And my yielding breaſt aſſail; Volt ple: 
Come and take me to thy hoes, N 

Ere my conſtant paſſion fail. | Myſ 

| Oh fate 

Cone EE like the rally morning, Id claſp 


On my ſoul ſerenely ſhine, : Of all h 
Then thoſe glimmer ing ſtars ſhall vaniſh, . 3 


Loſt in ſplendor more Avine, But h 
| With hi 
Las this heart has been thy vickim. Wwaunt 
Long has felt the pleaſing pain, He triun 
Come, and with an equal paſſion 65 
M. akec it ever thine remain. | f I'll dr 
| © Young ( 
Then, my charmer, I can promiſe, Vos, nc 
If our ſouls in love agree, 2 ; Aden to 
None in all the upper dwellings e [ 5 


Shall be happier than we. Come 
35 2 | & Huzza be 
| Y Sing lo, 
4 Beceha f Lene 


IWW. N 
VT 


CES 
4 Bacchanal 8 0 N G. 
To the Tune of, Auld Sir Symon the King 


arch, OME here's to the nymph that I love! 
Away ye vain ſorrows, away: 
Far, far from my boſom be gone, 
All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


| Far hence be the ſad and the penſive, 
Come fill up the glaſſes around, 

Well drink till our faces be ruddy, 

And all our vain ſorrows are drown'd. 


| *Tis done, and my fancy's exulting 

With every gay blooming deſire, | 

My blood with briſk ardour is glowing, 
© Soft pleaſures my boſom inſpire; - 


My ſoul now to love is kiſſolving 
Oh fate ! had J here my fair charmer, 
Id claſp her, I'd claſp her fo eager, 

| of all her diſdain rd diſarm ber. 


But hold, what has love to do ws” 

With his troops of vain cares in ary? 
Z Avaunt idle penſive intruder, 
He triumphs, he will not away. 


Pll drown him, come give me a bumper ; 
Voung Cupid, here's to thy confuſion. 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanquiſh'd, 
Alien to his anxious deluſion. | 


e R 


— 0 


Come, jolly God 8 here s to thee; 
Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza, 
5 Sing Io, ſing Io to Bacchus ——- 
| : Hence all ye dull thinkers withdraw 


F 
e x0 
3 "OR; 


3 


Cc | Come 
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-Come, wht ſhou'd we do but be jovial, 45 And Kk 


come tune up your voices and ſing; Wy} 
What ſoul is ſo dull to be heavy, Tell us, 
When wine ſets our fancies on wing, | e 
Come, ben; lies in this bottle, Ye yo 
He'll mount us, he'll mount uson high, wm 
Each of us a galant young Perſeus, Love 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the ky. | An; 
- Around ! 
Come Won or adieu, I ariſe, e 
In ſeas of wide aether I'm drown'd, 
The clouds far beneath me are failing, Bur v. 
1 ſee the ſpheres whirling around. WI 
What darkneſs, what ratling is this They 
Thro' Chaos? dark regions I'm hurl'd, guch Aa: 
And now,—oh my head it is knockt The ea, 
Upon ſome confounded new world. | 
She's © 
Now, now theſe Jack ſhades are retiring, . 
FSVee yonder bright blazes a ſtar, b Whili 
| Where am I ?—behold the Empyreum, 5 Wit 
With flaming light ſtreaming from far. Theſe vi 
| 5 Eralt eac 
77 Mris. A. * 4 
E Whet 
A:SO NG, = Or 
To the tune of, All in the Downs. g Un 
| wer beauty blazes heavenly bright, 1 dieu ſhe 
The muſe can no more ceaſe to ſing. F 
Than can the lark with riſing light, 5 
Her notes neglect WO drooping wing. £ 
The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount hy q 
The dawning beauty ſmiles, and poets fly. Y 
Young Annie's budding graces claim 4 I. 


Th' inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays, 1 
nl 5 
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And kindle i in the breaſt a flame, 
Which muſt be vented in her praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 
Eer one ſo like an angel tread the green? 


Ye vet, be watchful of your hearts; 
When the appears, take the alarm: _ 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow from each charm. 
Around her eyes and ſmiles the graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy neck and breaſt reſort. 


But vain muſt every caution prove; 
When ſuch inchanting ſweetnels ſhines, 
The wounded ſwain muit yield :0 love, 
And wonder, tho' he hopeleſs pines. 
duch flames the foppiſh buttertly ſhou'd ſhun; 
The cagle's only fit to view the ſun. 


She's as the opening un für; ; 
Her lovely features are compleat; 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare 
With angels all that's wiſe and fweet. 
Theſe virtues which « vinely deck her mind, 
ral each beauty of thi inferior kind. 


5 


Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, 

Or ſparkle in the airy town, 

O! happy he her favour gains, 

| Unhappy! if the on him frown. 

The muſe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 


il 


aL SST 
S 


5 A Paſtoral ſong. 
t hy : To the Tune of, My Apron, deary. 
5 


JAMIE. 


Hile our flocks are a fe/ ding, 
And we're void of care, 
| CCS 


$5 <4 ew 


And 


Adicu ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her name. 


Come 


4-00 


Come. Sandy. let's tune 
Io praiſe of the fair: 
For, inſpir' d by my Suſie, 
Pl ſing in ſuch lays, 
That Pan, were he judge, 
Muſt allow me the bays. 
SANDY. 
9 0 While under this hawthorn 
We ly at our eaſe, 
By a muſical ſtream, 


And refreſh'd by the breeze | 


Of a zephyr ſo gentle, 
Ves, Jamie, I'll try 
For to match you and Suſie, 

Dear Katie and J. 

JAMIE, 

Oh! my Suſie ſo lovely, 

She's without compare, 
She's ſo comer, ſo good, 
And ſo charmingly fair: 
Sure, the Gods were at pains 

To make ſo compleat 


A nymph, that for love 


1 here was ne'er one ſo meet. 


| SANDY, 

Oh! my Katie's ſo bright, 
She's ſo witty and gay; 

Love, join'd with the graces, 
Around her looks play. 

In her mean ſhe's ſo graceful, 
In her humour ſo free: 

Sure the Gods never fram'd 
A maid fairer than the, 

JAMIE. 
Had my Suſie been there, 


When the ſrepherd declar'd 


For the lady of Lemnos, 
She had loſt his regard : 
And, o'crcome by a preſence 
More beauteouſly bright, 


He had « 
As the 


Not fair 
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He had ond her undone, 

As the darkneſs by light. 

SANDYe« 

Not fair Helen of Greece, 

Nor all the whole train, 

ither of real beauties, 

Or thoſe poets feign, 

Cou'd be match'd with my Katie, 
Whoſe every ſweet charm, 


May conquer beſt judges, . - 11 
And coldeſt hearts warm. | 1 
JAMIE» 1 

Neither 1 or honour, | a 
| Or any thing great, | 3 
Do I aſk of the Gods; We 
But that this bemy fate, op 
That my Suſie to all by 
My kind wiſhes comply: 104 
For with her wou'd I live. 100 
And with her I wou'd die. 1 
SAN Dr. iy 

0 the fates give me Katie, 9 
And her I enjoy, * 


— 


J have all my deſires; 
Nought can me annoy; j 
For my charmer has every 
Delight in ſuch ſtore, 
She'll make me more happy 
Than ſwain e'er before. 


— — — — —— 
— — — 
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Love will find out the Way. 


V ER the mountains, 
| And over the waves, 
ver the foun tains, 
And under the graves : 
Over floods that are deepeſt, WY 
Which do Neptune obey ; 1 ö 
Over rocks that are ſteepeſt, ol 
Love will find out the way. 2 

C 3 Where 


5 
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He 
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Where there is no place 
For the glow-worm to ly : 
Where there is no ſpace 
For receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dares not venture, 
L.eeſt herſelf faſt ſhe lay: 
But if love come, he will enter, 
And ſoon find out his way. 


You may eſteem him | 
A child in his force ; 5 
Or you may deem bim 
A coward, which is worſe: 
Put if ſhe whom love doth honour, 
Be conceal'd from the day, 
Set a thouſand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the Way. 


| Same think toloſe him, 
Which is too unkind ; 
And ſome to ſuppoſe him, 

Poor thing, to be blind: 

But if ne'er fo cloſe ye wall . 
Do the beſt that ye may, 

Blind love, if fo ye call him, 

Hle will find out the way. 


Jou may train the eagle 
| To ſtoop to your hilt; 
Or you may inveigle 
The phoenix of the eaſt ; 
The lioneſs, ye may move her 
To give o'er her prey: 
But you'll never ſtop a lover, 
He will find out his way. 


„ 
To the tune of, Thro” the wood laddie. 


8 early I walk d, on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep A, 


heard 
Whilſt 
I M 
deem d 
And thu 
Tho k 
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| Then v 


| No: hi 
To ſhe) 
| And th: 
| When: 
b And, lo 
3 III hug 
5 | Thus 
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[ That { 
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| Know, 
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Beſide a clear fountain, 


Theard a grave lute ſoft melody play. 
Whilſt the Echo reſounded the dolorous lay. 


I liten'd and looked, and ſpy'd a young ſwain, 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And ſpirits oppreſſed, | 

Seem'd clearing afreſh, like the ſky after rain, 

And thus he ny how he ſtrave with his pain, 


Tho Elia be coy, why ſhould 1 repine, 


That a maid much above me, . 


Vouchſafes not to love me? 


In her high ſphere of worth I never could ſhine; 
| Then why ſhould I ſcek to debaſe her to mine ? 


| No : henceforth eſteem ſhall govern my deſire, 


And, in due ſubjection, 
Retain warm affection ; 
| To ſhew that ſe!f-love inflames not my fire, 


| And that no other iwain can more humbl 7 admwe, 
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| When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my breaſt, 
Then quiet returping, 
Shall huſh my ſad mourning; 
| And, lord of my ſelf, in abſolute reſt, 
Nha hug the condition which heaven ſhall think belt 


| Thus friendſhip unmixt, and wholly refin'd, 
May (till be reſpected, 
Tho? love is rejected: 

Eliſa ſhall own, tho? to love not inclin'd, 

That ſhe ne'er had a friend like her lover relign'd, 


by the fortunate youth who hereafter ſhall woo 
With profp'rous endeavour, 
And pain her dear favour, 

| Know, as well as I, what t' Eliſa is due, 

* much more deſervin g but never leſs t true. 
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o8 

Whilſt I, diſengap'd Bon all amorous cares, 
Syeet liberty taſting, | 
On calmeſt peace feaſting, . 

Employing my reaſon to dry up my tears, 


In hopes of heaven's bliſſes VI ſpend my few years, 


= Ye powers that preſide o'er virtuous love, 
Come aid me with patience, 
To bear my vexations ; 


With equal deſire my flutt'ring heart move, 


With ſentiments pureſt my notions improve. 


If love in his fetters e'er catch me again, 
— May courage protect me, 
WD And prudence direct me: 
Prepar'd for all fates re:necabring the ſwain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 


Rob's Jock. A very auld Ballat, 


OB's Jock came to woo our Jenny, 
On ae feaſt day when we were fou: 

She brankit faſt and made her bonny, 
And ſaid, Jock, come ye hear to woo ? 
She burniſt her bait h breaſt and brou, 
And made her cle:r as ony clock: 
Then ſpak her dame, and ſaid, I trou 
Ye come to woo our Jenny, Jock. 


Joek ſaid, Forſuith, I yern fu? fain 
To luk my head, and fit down by you: 
Then ſpak her minny and ſaid again, 
My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 
Tehie! qo Jenny, kick, kick, I ſee you: 
Minny, yon man makes but a mock, 
Deil hae the liers-——fu leis me o? you, 
I come to woo your Jenny, qo Jock, 


My bairn has tocher of her awin ;, 
A guſe, a gryce, a cock and he n, 


A ſtirk 


Now dar 


Aſtirk, a 
A bak 
A pip, 

Akame & 
With 

Come ye 


A wecht, 
A pair 
An ark, 2 
A mil 
A rouſ 
And a tin 
Twall 
Come ye 


Am. 


A roc 
A tub, a 


A ſpui 


Then 
And cry 
And r 
Now I! 


And 


let yo! 
Its w 
5 Ane: 
A ſpade, 


3 
Aſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſa win. 
A bakbread and a bannock-ſtane ; 
A pig, a pot, and a kirn there-ben, 
- W4kame but and a kaming-ſtock : 
W years, With coags and luggies nine or ten: 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock? 


A wecht, a peet-creel and a cradle, 
A pair of clips, a gralp a flail. 

> In ark, an ambry, and a ladle, 

A milſie, and a ſowen-pale, 

Arouſty whittle to ſheer the kail, 
And a timber-mell the bear to knock ; 

Twa ſhelfs made of an auld fir dale: 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock ? 


A furm, a ſurlet, and a peck. 3 
A rock, a reel, and a wheel-band, 
| 4 tub, a barrow, and a ſeck, | 

| A ſpurtil-braid, and an elwand. 
Then Jock took Jenny be the hand, 
And cry'd, a feaſt ! and ſlew a cock, 
And made a bridal upo' land. 
Now I have got your Jenny qo Jock. 


Now dame, I have your dochter marri'd, 
And tho? ye mak it ne'er ſae tough, 

let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarricd, 

Its well kend I have gear enough : 
Ane auld gaw'd gloyd fell owre a heugh, 
A ſpade, a ſpect, a ſpur. a ſock; 

> Withouten owſen I have a pleugh: 

May that no ſer your Jenny, qo Jock ? 


A treen truncher, a ram-horn ſpoon, 
Tua buits of barkit blaſint leather, 
H graith that ganes to coble ſhoon, 
And a thrawcruik to twyne a teather, 
= Twa croks that moup amang the heather 
: I pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 


A teugh 


And Rob my eem hetcht me a ſtock, 


310 
A 4 purſe made of a ſwine's blather, 

To had your tocher, Jeany, qo Jock, 

G ood elding or our winter fire, 
A cad of caff wad fill a cradle, 

A rake of iron to clat the bire, 
A deuk about the dubs to paddle, 
The pannel of an auld led-ſadle 


Vith beau 
And na. 


ly Chriſt 


Twa luſty lips to lick a ladle. Ty A 
May thir no gane your Jenny qo Jock? f love 
A pair of hames and brechom fine, 

And without bitts a bridle-renzie, 
A fark made of the linkome twine, 
A gay green cloke that will not ſtenzie; or happi 


Mair yet in ſtore ——I necdna fenzic, | : Naw 12 
Fire Eundred flaes, a fendy flock; 
And are not thae a wakrife menzie, 


5 For thee, 

To o gae to bed with Jenny and Jock? * 8 8 
pas fi 

Tak thir 8 my part of FE fealt. | <a 3 


It is well knawin Jam well bodin : 
Ye need not ſay my part is leaſt, 
Were they as meikle as they're 1 
The wife ſpeerd gin the kail was ſodin, 
When we have done, tak, hame the brok; 


Rince I ne 

The roſt was teugh a+ raplock hodin, g I'm 2 
With which they feaſted Jenny and 1 . 

8 0 N 8. 

To the tune of, A Rock and a wee pickle Tow, 7 | 

A LT) 

1 a green purſe and a wee Sickle g gowd, 4 Y 

A bonny piece land, and planting on't, Ind thit 

It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has ſtow'd ; That 

But the beſt think of a's yet wanting o'nt : tho' m 


To My s 


SH eo © 
75 | To grace it, and trace it, 
And gie me delight; 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
And comfort my ſight, _ 
ih beauty by day, and kindneſs by night. 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring on t. 


y Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as he? O fair; ; 
Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, 
de ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gie deſpair : : 
love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou faireſt, and deareſt, 
Delight of my mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces 
By heaven were deſign; d 
or happieſt tranſports, and blifſes refin d, 
Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hynds, 
Shall carefully make. the year, dainties thine : 

bus freed frac laigh care, while love fills our minds, 
Our days (hall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine, 

| Then hear me, andchear me 

With ſmiling conſent, 

Believe me, and give me 

No cauſe to lament, 

ſince 1 ne'er can be happy, till thou fay, Content, 

Im pleas'd with my Jamie, and be ſhall be ming 


To its ain Tune, 
ow, 


A LTHO? I be but a county laſs, 
4 Yet a lofty mind I bear- O, 
Ind think my ſell as good as thoſe 

| That rich apparel wear - O. 

tho' my go vn be hame-ſpun grey, 
My skin it is as ſaft O, 


w'd; 
To 
As 
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As chem chat ſatin al do wear, 
And carry their heads aloſt —0. 


What tho? I keep my father's ſheep ? 
The thing that muſt be done O. 
With garlands of the fineſt flowers, 
| To ſhade me frae the ſun— 0. 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, 


Where graſs and flowers do pring—0, 


Then on a flowry bank at noon, 
I ſet me down and ling—O. 


My Paiſly piggy, eork'd with ſage, 
Contains my drink but thin — 0. 
No wines do e'er my brain enrage, 
Or tempt my mind to fin —O, 
My country curds, and wooden ſpoon, 
I think then unco fine—O. 
And on a flowry bank at noon, 

I Met me c dug and dine — 0. 


Altho? my parents cannot raiſe | - 
Great bags of ſhining gold O, 


Like them whaſe daughters now-a-days. | 


Like ſwine are bought and fold—0 ; 
Vet my fair body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt heart within — O; 
And for twice fifty thouſand crowns, 
I value not aprin—O, | 


I uſe nae gums upon my hair,” 

Nor chains about my neck — 0. 
Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, 
Muy fingers ſtraight to deck— O. 

But for that lad to me ſhall fa”, | 
And I have grace to wed — 0, 
T'll keep a jewel worth them a', 

I mean my maidenhead — 0. 


If canny fortune give to me 
The man I dearly love —0. 


Tho 


Faint Ante 
| Since n 
Martinmas 
And hz 
W gentle d 
For of x 
as 

is not 
Nor bla 
7 is not fic 
But my 


Tho 


N 
Tho' we want gear, 1 dinna care, 
My hands I can improve O. 
Expecting for a bleſſing (till 
Deſcending from above O. 
Then we'll embrace, and ſweety ki, 
| Repeating tales of love——O. 


Waly, waly, gin Love be bonny. 


 Waly, waly up the bank, 
And waly, waly down the dane. 

and waly, waly yon burn: ſide, 

Where I and my love wont to gae. 
Llan'd my back unto an aik, 

I thought it was a truſty tree, 
Lut firſt it bow'd and ſyne it brak, 

dae my true love did lightly me. 


0 waly, waly, but love be bonny, 
A little time while it is new, 
But when 'tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the morning dew, 
0 wherefore ſhou'd I buſk my head ? 
Or wherefore ſhou'd I kame my hair? 
For my true love has me forſook, 
|| And ſays he'll never love me mair, 


Now Arthur-Seat ſhall be my bed, 
| Theſheets ſhall ne'er be fyl'd by me, 
Faint Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 
| Since my true love has forſaken me. 
Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves off the tree? 
: P gentle death, when wilt thou come? 
For of my life I am weary. 
Iris not the froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemency ; 
Tis not fic cauld that makes me- cry, 


Dd 


But my love's heart grou n cauld to we, | 


When 


3 
When we came in by Glaſpow town, 
Mie were a comely light to ſee; 
My love was cled in the black velvet, 
And 1 my ſell in cramaſie. 


But had I wiſt before I kiſg'd 
That love had been fac ill to win, 
I'd lock'd my heart in 2 caſe of gold, 
And pin'd it with a filver pin. 
Oh, oh! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 
And I my ſell were dead and gane. 
For a maid again T'll never be. 


| wy TE | a : | h III t 2 
The Loving laſs and her ſpinning-whet), _ 
A 81 fat at my ſpinning-wheel, And 
A bonny lad was paſſing by: | | 
I view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, | Amang 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. Then v 
My heart new panting gan to feel, What 
But (till I turn'd my lpinning-wheel. 5 Couꝰd 
| ; . . 
With looks all kindneſs he drew near, : | Tha 
And ſtill mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my flender waſte On the 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : | 


s | To kiſs my hand, ſyne down did kneel, 
As I ſat at my ſpinning-wheel. 


| My Went hands he did extol, 
And prais'd my fingers lang and ſmall, 
And ſaid, their was nae lady fair 
That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteel, | N 0 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- Wheel. | 


| My fair 

Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, Pls er 
Yet he wad never be deny'd, as 
But (till declar'd his love the mair, Tha? | 
\ 


Until my heart was wounded fair, | 


wheel, 


bn 215 = 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 
Yet ftill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 
My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel; 
He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to younder mead : 


My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


About my neck his arms he laid, 
And whiſper'd, Riſe my bonny maid, 
And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
Ill teach thee better wark to do. 
I trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alane my ſpinning-wheel, 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 
Cou'd fic a handſome lad deny? 

Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel. 


On the marriage of the R. H. Lord G— 
and Lady K C—. 


A $ONG. 
To the tune of, The highlond Laddic 


BRIGANTIUS. 
N O W all thy virgin-ſweets are mine, 
And all the ſhining charms that grace thee; 

My fair Melinda, come recline 8 

Upon my breaſt while I embrace thee, 
And tell without diſſembling art, 

My happy raptures on thy bloſom : 
Thus will I plant within thy heart, 
A love that ſhall for ever bloſſom. 


D dz CHORUS. 


Wi! 
: 


* 
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ChOoRUus 
O the happy. happy, brave in bonny, 
Sure the Gods well pleas'd behold ye; + 
Their work adrgire, ſo great, ſo fair, 
And well in all your joys uphold ye. 
ME L1NDA. 
No more 1 bluſh, now that I'm thine, 
| To own my love in tranſport tender, 
Since that ſo brave a man 1s mine, 
Tomy Brigantius I ſarrender, 
By ſacred ties I'm now to move 
As thy exalted thoughts direct me; 
And while my ſmiles engage thy love, 
Thy manly greatneſs ſhall protect me. 
_ CHORUS. | 
O the happy, oe 
| BRIGANTIUS. 
Soft fall thy words, like morning dew, 
New life on blowing flowers beſtou ing; 
Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To heaven, with ſpirit grateful glowing. 
My honour, courage, wealth and wit, 
Thou dear delight, my chiefeſt treaſure, 
Shall be imployed as thou thinks fit. 
As agents for our love and pleaſure, 
CHORUS, 
O the happy, G. 
MELINDA. 
With my Brigantius I could live 
In lonely cotts, beſide a mountain, 
And nature's eaſy wants relicve 


With ſhepherds fare, and quaf the 8 


What pleaſes thee, the rural grove, | 
Or congrels of the fair and witty, 
Shall give me pleaſures with thy love, 
In plains retir'd or focial city. 
| CHORUS. 
O the happy, 8 


How ſwe 
O lov: 
Thy bea 
Thy v 
Tune ev 
Which 
Till ever 
Both | 


0 the ha 


Thy lov 
My | 
Since all 
In m) 
For whi, 
With 
And rou 
Fire 


© the h 


| G + 


„ 
BRIGANTIUS ; 
How ſweetly canſt thou charm my ſoul, 

O lovely ſum of my deſires | 
Thy beauties all my cares controul, 

Thy virtue all that's gaod in{þ:res, 

Tune ev:ry inſtrument of ſound, 

Which all the mind divinely raiſes, 

Till every height and dale rebounds, 


Both loud and ſweet, my darling's praiſes, 


CHORUS. 
0 the happy, G. | 
5 MELIN PDA. 


Thy love gives me the brigi:teſt ſhine, 


My happineſs is now completed, 
Since all that's generous, great and fine, 
In my Brigantius is united; 
For which I'll ſtudy thy delight, : 
With kindly tale the time begviling, 
And round the chance of day and night, 
Fire throughout life a conſtant ſmiling, 
ns CHORUS, 1 
O the happy, Cc. 


SONG. 


To the tune of, Moes my heart that we ſpould ſunrder, 


DIEU ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 
Farewel cach ſong that was diverting ; 


| Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 


i ſing of Delia and Damon's parting, 


| Lang had he lov'd and long conceal'd 


The dear tormenting pleaſant paſſion, 


| Till Delia's mildneſs had prevaild 


On him to ſhew his inclination. 


| Juſt as the fair one ſeem'd to give 


A patient ear to his love (troy, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, 
To go in quelt of toilſome glory, 
Ih D d 3 


N NM! WI. 


"We 
1 
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Half. ſpoken words hung on his tongue, 
Their eyes refus'd the uſual meeting; 
And fighs ſupply'd their wonted ſong, - 


"Theſe charming ſounds were ching's to weeping, 


Dear idol of my foul. : 

Ceaſe to lament but ne'er to love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other charms ſhall: ever move me. 


Alas! who knows, when tte far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her ? 
The thought deſtroys my heart with care, 
Adieu, my dear, I fear for ever. 


Ifever rl forget my VOWS, 
May then my guardian-angel leave me : 
And more to aggravate my woes, 
Be you fo good as to forgive me. 


Ober the bills and far away. 


Aft be the dawing of the day; 
gut Jocky now is fu” of care, 
Since Jenny ſtaw his heart away: 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 

She proven has alake ! unkind ; 
Which gars poor Jocky 1 rue, 
That he cer loo'd a fickle mind. | 
And its o'er the hills and far away. 

Its ver the hills and far away. 

Its ver the bills and far away, 
The wind has blawn my plaid away, 


1 CK v a with Jenny, fair, 


Now Jocky was a bonny lad, 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor man, he's e' en gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 


Young 


| That h 

A thou 
| She wa 
But, to 
{ She ſta 


And 


Since 
I maur 
And, in 
PU figh 


& 319 ) 
Come Jocky was a piper's ſon, 
And fell in love when he was young ; 
7 But a' the ſprings that he cou'd play, 
Pg Was ver the hills and far away, * 
And it's ver the hills, &c, 


He ſang when firſt my Jenny's fice 
I faw, ſhe ſeem'd ſae fu” of grace, 
With mcikle joy my heart was fill'd, 5 3 
That's now alas! with ſorrow killd, | 
Oh! was ihe but as true as fair, 
Twad put an end to my deſpair, 
Inſtead ot that the is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter-wind, 
And its o'er the bills, &c. 
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Ah ! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her ſake I undergae. 
She cou'd nae chuſe but grant relief, 
Aid put an end to a' my grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a“ my ſighs and care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain. 
And its ver the huls, &c. | 


—— rs — 


Hard was my hap, to fa, in love 

With ane that does fac fait!ile!s prove 

Hard was my fate to cout a maid, 

That has my conſtaut heart betray'd. 

A thouſand times to me ihe ſware, 

She wad be true for evermair; 

But, to my grief, alaike, L ay, 

She ſtaw my heart and ran away, 
And it's ver the bills, &c. 
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Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 
I maun gae wander for her ſake, 
And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove 
Yours WM VU ſighing ſing, Adieu to love, 


Since ſhe is fauſe whom | adore, 
Fll never truſt a woman more; 
Frac a' their charms Dll flee away 
And on my pipe Vil ſweetly play, 
Ofer hills and dales and far away, 
Out oer the bills and far away, 
Out ver the hills and far away, 


The wind has blawn my plaid away. 


Jenny Nettles. bi. 


AW ye Jenny Nettles, 


Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 


Saw ye Jenny Nettles. 
Coming frac the market; 
Bag and baggage on her back, 


Her fee and bountith in her lap; 


Bag and baggage on her back, 
And a babicin her oxter, 


I met ayont the kairny, „ 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 

Singing till her bairny, | 
Robin rattles's baſtard ; 

Jo flee the doo] upo' the ſtool, 

And ilka ane that mocks her, 
She round about ſeeks Robin out, 
To ſtap it in his oxter, 


Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle. 
Robin Rattles, Robin Rattle; 
Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, | 
Uſe Jenny Nettle kindly ; 


Score out the blame, and (hun the ſhame, 


And without mair debate ot, 


Take hame your wain, make Jenny fain, | 


The leel and leeſome gate o't, 


Ock 
EN 
She x 
And thu 


Jenny 
Gi'e me 
I winna 


Love al 


Other 
In looks 
Give me 
Love in 


Colou 
Commor 
Never ce 
Until m. 


It is n⸗ 
That ma 
Beauty is 
F ancy or 


Jocky's fou and Jenny's fain, 


Ocky fou, Jenny fain, 

Jenny was nac ill to gain, 

She was couthy, he was kind, _ 
And thus the wooer tell'd his minds 


Jenny Ill nae mair be nice, 
Gi'e me love at ony price; 
Iwinna prig for red or whyt, 
Love alane can gre delyt. 


Others ſeek they kenna what, 
In looks, in carriage, and a' that; 
Give me love for her I court: 
Love in love makes a' the ſport. 


colours mingl'd unco fine, 
Common motives long ſinſyne. 
Never can engage my love, 


Until my fancy firſt approve. 


It is na meat but appetite 
That makes our eating a delyt; 
Beauty is at beſt deceit; 

Fancy only kens nae cheat, 


Leader Haughs and Yarrowe 


DEE Phoebus bright, the azure ſkies 
With golden rays enlightneth, 
He makes all nature's beauties riſe, 
Herbs, trees and flowers he quickneth : 
Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice, 

2 And with delight goes thorow, 

ith radiant beams and ſilver ſtreams, 
Are Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 
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„ 
When Aries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, _ 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his flight, 
Nae langer he abideth : 
Then Flora queen, with mantle green, 
Caſts aff her former ſorrow, _ 
And vows to dwell with Ceres ſell 
In Leader Haughs and Yarrow, 


Pan playing on his aiten reed, 
And ſhepherds im attending, 
Do here reſort their flocks to feed, 
The hills and haughs commending 
With cur and kent upon the bent, 
Sing to the ſun, Good morrow. 
And ſwear nae fields mair pleaſures yield, 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


An houſe their ſtands on Leader ſide, 
Surmounting my deſcriving, . 
With rooms faerare, and windows fair 
Like Dedalus' contriving : 
Men paſſing by, do aften cry, 
In ſooth it hath nae marrow ; 
It ſtands as ſweet on Leader fide, 


As Newark does on Yarrow. 


A mile below wha liſts to ride, 

They'll hear the mavis ſinging ; 
Into St. Leonard's banks ſhe'll bide, 
Sweet birks her head o'er hinging : 

The lintwhite loud, and progne proud, 

With tuneful throats and narrow, 
Into St Leonard's banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow, | 


The lapwing lilteth ofer the lee, 
With nimble wing ſhe ſporteth, 

But vows ſhe'll flee far frac the tree 
Where Philomel reſorteth: 


By brea 
Ill b 
ll tres 
O'er 


In Bur! 
The 
Brig-h. 
Ane 
Yet wl 


by 


„„ 
By break of day, the lark can ſay, 
I'll bid you a good morrow, _ 
Ill ſtreek my wing. and mounting ſing, 
O'er Leader haughs and Yarrow. 


Park, W N and Wooden-cleugh, 
The eaſt and weſtern Mainſes, 

The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainſhes, 

Where aits are fine, and ſald be kind, 
Thatif ye ſearch all thorow 

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader haughs and Yarrow. 


In Burn Milk-bog and Whiteſlade ſhaws, 
K he fearful hare ſhe haunteth, 
Brig-haugh and Braidwoodſheil ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel. wood frequenteth: 
Yet when {he irks. to Kaidſly birks 
She 1ins and ſighs for ſorrow, 
That he ſhou'd Teave ſweet Leader Hangs 
And cannot win to Yarrow. 


What ſweeter muſick wad ye hear, 
Than hounds and beigles crying? 

The ſtarted hare rins hard with tear, 
Upon her ſpeed relying. 

But yet her ſtrength, it ails at length, 
Nae bielding can ſhe borrow 

In ſorrel's field, Cleckman or Hag's, 
And ſighs to be in Yarrow, 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spoty, Shag, 
With ſight and ſcent purſue her, 


Till ah! her pith begins to flag, 


Nae cunning can reſcue her. 

O'er dub and dyke, o'er ſeugh and ſyke, 
She'll rin the fields all thorow, 

Till fail'd the fa's in Leader Haughs, 
And bids farewell to Yarrow. 


Sing 
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Sing Erſlington and Cowdenknows 
Where Homes had anes commanding; 
And Drygrange with thy milk-white ews, 
Tuixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : 
The birds that flees throw Reedpath trees 
And Gledſwood banks ilk morrow, 


May chant and ſing, Sweet Leader Haughs, 


And bonny howms of Yarrow. 


But minſtrel Burn cannot affwage 
His grief, while life endureth, 
To ſee the changes of this age, 
That fleeting time procureth ; 
For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe, 
Where biyth fowk kend nae ſorrow, 
With Homes that "dwelt on Leader ſide, 
And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow 


For the ſake of ſomebody 


F. the ſake of ſomebody, 
For the ſake of ſomebody 
J cou'd wake a winter- night, 
Fer the ſake of ſomebody : 
I am gawn to ſeek a wife, 
I am gawn to buy a lady; 
I have three ſtane of woo, 
Carling, is thy daughter ready? 
For the ſake of ſomebody, &c, 


Betty, laſſy, ay't thy ſell, 
Tho!” thy dame be ill to ſhoo, 
Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, 
Let her flyte and ſyne come too: 
What ſ:gnifies a mither's gloom, 
When love in kiſſes come in play? 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, 
And in ſimmer mak nae hay? 


For the joke &C. 


SHE 


But he 


For the 


Now 1 
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It me f 
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Then 
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Shou'd ( 
: If th 
Fir the 


No 


Sc 
H 
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Till! 
Forc'd | 
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N Gin ye 


{ Come, « 
I Tho? wi 
F And alb. 
Come, a 


Ye laſſes 
| Laſſes 0! 
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8 E. 
Bonny lad, I carena by, 
Tho' I try my luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye 
The haff-mark bridal band wr? me; 
IIl flip hame and wath my feet, 
And ſteal on linnings fair and clean, 
Syne at the tryiting place we'll meet, 
To do but what my dame has done. 
For the jake, xc. | 
| | HE. 
Now my lovely Betty gives 
Conſent in ſick a heartſome gate, 
It me frae a my care relieves, 
And doubts that gart me aft look blate; 
Then let us gang and get the grace, 
For they that have an appetite 
Shou'd eat; — And lovers ſhowd embrace; 
if theſe be faults, 't is nature's wyte. 
For the ſake, Ke. | 


 Norland Jocky and Southland Jenny. 


As Southland Jenny that was right bonny, 
Had for a ſuitor a norland Johny; _ 
But he was fican a baſhſu' wooer, 
That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her, 
Till blinks of her beauty, and hopes oher liller, 
Forc'd him at laſt to tell his mind till her. 
My dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can loo me, let's o er the march, and pn 
SHE. 
come, come away, then my norland laddie, 
Tho? we gang neatly, ſome are mair gaudy ; 
And albcit I have neither gowd nor money, 
Come, and Pl ware my beauty on thee, 
HE. 
Ye laſſes of the ſouth, ye'r a' for dreſſing ; 
Laſſes of the north, mind milking and threſhing; 
E e My 


F 
My minny wad be angry, and ſae wad my dady, 


Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a lady. | 
For I maun hae a wife that will riſe in the mornin 


Crudle a* the milk, and keep the houſe a ſcaulding, 
Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 
A norland Jocky mann hae a norland Jenny, 


My father's only daughter and twenty thouſandpound 


Shall never be beſtow'd on fic a ſilly clown ; 
For a' that I faid was to try what was in ye. | 
Gae hame, ye norland Jock, and court your norland 


Jenny. 
Tue auld yellow beir'd Laddie, 


A yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brat, 
Cries, Milk the ews,laſſy, let nane of them vac; 

And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 

Tre yellow hair'd laddie ſpall be my goodman. 


And ay foe milked, &c. | 


The weather is cauld, and my claithing is thin; 
The ews are new clipped, they winna bught in: 
They winna bught in tho' I ſhou'd die, 

O yellow hair'd Jaddie, be kind to me: 

They winna bught in, &c, 


The goodwife crics butt the houſe, Jenny, come ben 
The cheele is to mak, and the butter's to kirn, 
Tho? butter, and cheeſe, and a ſhou'd ſour, 

FI! crack and Kiſs wr my love ae haff hour; 

It's ae haff hour, and we's e'en mak it three, 


For the yellow hair'd laddie my huſband ſhall be, 
To the tune of, Booth's Minuet. 
Air, ſweet and young, receive a prize, 


Reſerv'd for your victorious eyes: 
| | From 


From cre 
Oh! pit y 


No grac 
But all a 
If that « 


Your ch 
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n brae, 
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me ben 


ll be, 


From 
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From crowds whom at your feet you ſee, 
Oh! Pity, and diſtinguiſh me. 


No graces can your form improve; 
But all are loſt unleſs vou love: 

If that dear paſſion you diſdain, 
Your charms and beauty are m vain. 


Part of an Epilogue + 5 He the ating if 


the Orphan and Gentle Shepherd in Tay- 
lors-hall, by a /et of young CASTER 
January 22, 1729. 


T une, Beſſy Bell. 
* let us ſtudy night and day, 


To fit us for our ſtation, 
That when we're men we parts may play 
Are uſeful to our nation. . 
For now's the time, when we are young, 
To fix our views on merit, | 
Water its buds, and make the tongue 
And action ſuit the . 


This all the fair and wiſe approve, 
We know it by our ſmiling. 

And while we gain reſpect and love, 

Dur ſtudies are not toiling. 

Such application gives delight, 
And in the end proves gainful, 

Tho' mony a dark and lifeleſs wi ght 
May think it hard and painful. 


Then never let us think our time 
And care, when thus employed, 
Are thrown away, but deem't a crime, 
When youth's by ſloth deſtroyed; 
*Tis only active ſouls can riſe 
To fame and all that's ſplendid, 
Ecz 
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And favour in theſe conquering eyes, 


N Gainſt whom 1 no heart 8 defended, 


4 


De Generous G len, 4 SANG : 


T 0 the tune of The bomy 246 of Brass home 


A* I came in by Ti iviot- ſide: 
And by 


Ihere firſt i faw my bonny bride, 


Young, ſmiling, ſweet and bandſom 3 


Her ſkin was after than the down, 
And white as alabaſter; | 

Her hair a ſhining wavy brown ; 
In ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 


Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 

And beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt ring : 

Nae ſilken hoſe, with gooſhets fine, 

Dr ſhoon with glancing laces, 

On her fair leg, forbad to thine, 

Well ſhapen native graces, 


Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſam of a her claithing ? 
Even theſe o'er mickle ;—mair delyte 
She'd given cled, wi? naithing 
She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 
Buy which a burny trotted ; 
On her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doated. 


| & thenked 3 of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
Till this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
And but deſigning, charm d me. 
Hurry'd by love cloſe to my breaſt, 
1 graſp d this tund of bliſſes; ; 


the braes of Brankfome, 
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FTF 
Wha ſmil'd, and Gd, Withost a prieſt, | 
F *» hops for nought but kiſſes. | 


TS 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coudna want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 
Of her's pled, I ſhou'd grant het. 
Since heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 
Straight to the kirk I led her, 
There plighted her my faith and trowth. 
And a young lady made her. 
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The happy Clown. 


O W happy is the rural crown, 
Who, far remov'd from noiſe of town, 
Contemns the glory ofa rown, 
And in his ſafe retreat, 
Is pleaſed with his l degree, 
Is rich in decent poverty, 
From ſtrife from care and bus'neſs free, 
At once baith good and great * 


No drums diſturb his morning ſleep, 
He fears no danger of the decp, 
Nor noiſy law, nor courts ne'er heap 
Vexation on his mind: 
No trumpets rouze him to the war, 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 
From ſta: e intrigues he holds afar, 

And liveth unconfin'd, 


Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds : 

Each ſeaſon of the whecling year, 

Induſtrious he improves with care; 

And (till ſome ripened fruits appear. 
So well his toil ſucceeds 


2 E e 3 Now 
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Now by a ſilver ſtream he lies, . And ay 
And angles with his baits and flies K y 
And next the ſilvan ſcence he tries, 1 His bo 

His fpirits to rega!!! i Whe 
Now from the rock or height he views | Upon 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, | Th: 
Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, | 5 

That waits his honeſt call. | And w. 

ME | He 
Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, a For af 
No care his peace of mind deſtroys, _ He 
Nor does he paſs away his time in toys Sae mi 

Beneath his juſt regard: dm | | V' 
He's fond to feel the zephyr's breez, And ſi 

Io plant and ſned his tender trees; | By 


And for attending well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. 


The flowry meads, and ſilent coves, 
The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 
Ard warbling birds on blooming groves, 
--- Afford" a with'd delight”: :e: 
But O! how pleaſant is this life? 

Bleſt with a chaſt and virtuous wife, 
And children prat.ing, void of ftrife, 


Around his fire at night. ED | Then 

| | e | An 

Willy was a wanton ug. | But, | 

- | Oy He 
W. was a wanton wag, | Then 
The bly theſt lad that e'er I faw, 2 

At bridals ſtill be bore the brag, © | With 


And carried a the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And wow | but Willy he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 

That pleas'd the lafles beſt of a'. 


He was a man without a clag, | 
His heart was frank without a flaw; 
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And ay whatever Willy ſaid, 
It was (till hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to the weapon-ſhaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The feind a ane amang them a”, 


And was not willy well Sach gowd ? 
He wan the love of great and ſma?; 
For after he the bride had kiſsd, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale-ſale a”. 

Sae merrily round the ring they row'd, 
When be the hand he led them a', 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd, 

By virtue of a ſtanding law. 


And was nae WI y a great lown, 
As ſhyre a lick as e'er was ſeen? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 

The bridegroom ſpcer'd where he had been, 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, 

With bobbing, faith my ſhanks are fair : 
Gae ca? your bride and maidens in, 


For Willy he dow do nae mair, 


Then reſt ye, Willy, III gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ring, 
But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout, 
He wanted Willy's wanton tling, 
Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, wells me on your bonny face, 
With bobbiag Willy's ſhanks are fair, 
And 1 am come to fill his place, 


Bridegroom. he ayr you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 

Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 
(0! Willy has a wanton leg) 

For we't he learns us a' to ſteer, 


And foremalt ay bears up the ring ; 


— —_ - - — — == ST  — 
VIE —̃ — —— — — — — — 
— $ — 


— - & — — 

A a. — 
— — 

— — — ——— 


332 ) 


We will find nae ſick dancing here, If then 


i we want Willy's wanton fling. Tak 
Nor a 
Celia s Reflections on 8 ſelf for ſighting | 2 
Philander's Love, I, by h 
| Tha 
To the tune of, The gall nt cher nally: But no! 
. 5 | And 
OUNG Philander woo'd me lang, Dear 1 
But I was peeviſh, and forbad bim, 55 And 
I wadna tent his loving ſang, For if 
But now I wiſh, Iwiſh had him: You 
Ik morning when I view my glaſs, 
Then I perceive my beauty going; Then 7 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, And 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing. As lang 
| Wit] 
My beauty, anes fo much admir'd, A puni 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; Wit! 
My cheeks, Which coral like appear'd Then 
Grow pale, the broken blood Weng: Thi 
Ah ! we may ſee ourſelves to be . 
Like ſummer fruit that is unſhaken, The yo 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, Vi 
And by corruption dc taken. 
Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, () F 
Employ your day before 'tis evil, b 
Fiftecn is a ſeaion rare, | or ÞY 
But five and twenty is the devil. | RE a 
Juſt when ripe, conſent unto't, 1 . 
Hug nae mair your lancly pillow ; E on 
Women are like other fruit, 05 9 
They loſe their reliſh when too mellow 5 
If o pportunity be loſt, TM 4 
Von! find it hard to be regained ; If 2 
Which now I may tell to m t, a. 
eo To | 


T ho but my ſell nane can be blamed: We m 
E 


2 


it 


V 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 
Take the occaſion when it offers; 
Nor a true lover's ſuit neglect, 
Left you be ſcoff d for being ſcoffers. 


That in his love he'd nc'er prove changing: 
But now, alas! 'tis turn'd to nought, | 

And, paſt my hope, he's gane a ranging. 
Dear maidens, then take my advice, 

And let na coyneſs prove your ruin; 
For if ye be o'er foolith nice. 

Your ſuiters will give over wooing, 


. by his fond expreſſions, thought | 


Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, 

And in that fretfu' rank be number'd 
As lang as life; and when ye die, 

With leading apes be ever cumber'd : 
A puniſhment, and hated brand, 

With which nane of us are contented ; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 

That the miſtake may be prevented. 


The young Ladies Thanks to the Repenting 


Virgin, for her ſeaſonable Advice. 


Virgin kind! we canna tell 
How many many thanks we owe you, 

For pointing out to us fie well | Babe 
Theſe very rocks that did o'erthrow you; 


And we your leſſon ſae ſhall mind, 


That &en tho? a? our kin had ſwore it, 
Eer we ſhall be an hour behind, 
We'll take a year or twa before it. 


| We'll catch all winds blaw in our ſails, 


And ſtill keep out our flag and pinnet ; 
If young Philander anes aſſails 

To ſtorm love's fort, then he fhall win it: 
We may indeed, for modelty, 
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Preſent our forces * reſiſtance; 
But we ſhall quickly lay them by 
And contribute to his aſſiſtance. 


The Step Daughter's Relief. 
To the tune of, The Kirk wad let me be, 


Was anes a well tocher'd laſs, 
My mither left dollars to me 
But now I'm brought to a poor paſs 
My ſtep- dame has gart them Hee, 
My father he's aften frac hame, 
And-the plays the deel with his gear; 
She neither has lateth nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer. 


She's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 


And gars me aft fret and repine ; 


While hungry. haff-naked and cauld, 


I fee her deſtroy what's mine: 


But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 


And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 


My poortith to plenty wad change, 


If ſhe were hung up on a tres. 


Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had 0% 
This bonny laſs tenderly, 

Pll take thee, ſweet May, in thy "OT 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me, 

? Tis only your ſell that I want, 
Your kindneſs is better to me 

Than a' that your ſtep-mother, ſcant 
Of grace, now has taken frac thee. 


I'm but a young farmer its true, 
And ye are the ſprout of a laird ; 
But I have milK-cattle enow, 


And rowth of good rucks in my yard ; 


Je 


Ye fall 


Sax 
Then 
And 


Them 
Not 
Conſer 
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Ye Call have naithing to faith ye, 
Sax ſervants fall jouk to thee : | = 
Then kilt up thy coat, my laſſie, ; 
And gae thy ways hame with me. 


The maiden her reaſon imployed, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented z—while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 
Recciv'd her with mony a kiſs. 
And now the fits blythly ſingan, 
And joking her drunken ſtep-dame, 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, 
That makes her good-wite at hame. 


The G A R L A N D, 


5 
* pride of ev*ry grove I choſe, 
Ine violet ſweet, and lilly fair, | | 
The dappl d pink, and bluſhing roſe, 5 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 
| II. | 
At morn the nymph vouchſaft to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 
The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face 
The ſcent leis fragrant than her breath, 
III. 
The flowers ſhe wore along the day; 
And ev'ry nymph and hepherd faid, 
Then in her hair they lookt more gay, 
Than glowing in their native bed. 
| IV, 
Undreſt at evening, when ſhe, found 
Their odours loſt, their colours paſt ; 
She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt. 
* 
That eye dropt ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 
As any muſe's tongue cou'd ſpeak ; 


Je 


When 
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When from it's lid a p- — tear 
Ran trickling down her beautious Cheek. 
e 7 
Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, ſaid I, explain 
This change of humour: pr'ythee tell: 
That falling tear— -What doesit mean? 
VII. | 
She ſight; ſhe ſmil'd : and to the flow'rs 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid : _ 
_ See ! friend, in ſome few fleeting hour * 
See 1 what a change is made 
. 
Ah me the bloaming pride of May, 
And that of beauty are but one : 
At morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
Both fade at evening, pale, and gone, 
| TX. = jt 
| At dawn poor Stella danc'd and fins; 
The am'rous youth around her bow ; 84 
At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
"I ſaw; and kiſs'd her in her ſhrowd, 
| e 
Such as ſhe is, which dy'd to day, 
Such 1, alas ! may be to morrow: 
Go, Damon, bid thy muſe diſplay 
The juſtice of thy Cloe's ſorrow, 


A Marriage SO NG. 


EAUTY and vigour have conſpir'd 
To meet in pleaſure's main together 


Sure Venus never can betir'd 


While pow'rful Mars directs the rudder. 


Puſh on, puſh on, ye happy pair! 
Puſh on, nor ly a moment idle! 
Puſh till the muggles ſeize the fair, 
And the unruly breaks his bridle. 


If this! 
And 


He 
He cne 
If you 1 
I tremb 

And 


Aroui 
And ſon 
He's co 
His loo! 
And i 


Go 


Go 
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Go emulate on yonder hutt? _ 
The little male and female ſparrow, 
Till one complains a ruin'd butt, 
And t' other points a pithleſs arrow. 


Reſtrain not the prime joys of earth, 

Let pleaſure flow with mutual fury, 
The ſkilful Eſculape * of Perth, 

Can fill again your tubes and cure you. 


7 KE r. 


I ſing of my lover al night and all day, 


He's ever good natur'd frolickſome and gay; 
His voice is as ſweet as the Nightingale's lay, 
And well on the bag-pipe my ſhepherd can play 

And a bonny young lad is my Tocky, | 

And a bonn) young lad is my Jocky. 


He tells me he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 
He praiſes my eyes, my lips and my hair; 
Roſe violets nor lillies with me can compare 
If this be to flatter, tis pretty I ſwear. 

And a bonn), &c. 


He kneels at my 23 and with many a ſigh 
He cnies, O my dear, will you never comply 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why ſay it I'll die, 

1 tremble all over, and anſwered, Not I. 

And a boni), &c. 


Around the tall May-pole he dances ſo neat, 
And ſonnets of love my dear boy can repeat ; 
He's conſtant he's valiant, he's mild and diſcreet, 
His looks are ſo kind and his kiſſes ſo ſweet. 


And a ; bonny &C. 
* At 


* Mr. Smith at Perth Surgeon, 


"> 


At Eve', when the ſim ſinks r epos'd in the weſt, Many 


And May's tuneful Choriſts all ſkim to their neſt, Jo. 
When I meat on the plain the dear lad I loye beſt, If you 
| My heart is juſt ready to burſt from wy brealt, Tt 
And a Bonny MCs - | Say tl 
DO ſee how the meadows are moiſt'ned with dew, Neve 
© come my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you, An 

Let us live for each other, both conſtant and true, | 
And taſte of theſe raptures no monarch e "07 knew, Then 
Aud a boniiy Kc. N W. 
Then 
Bu 
ne Then 
Ne 
Wu; you go and marry, Kitty ? 1 
Can you think to take a man? _— Le 

*Tis a pity one ſo pretty | 


Should not do the thing they can. 
You, a charming lovely creature, 
| Wherefore ſhould you lie alone? | 88 
| Beauty's of a fading nature, 2 A 


Has a ſeaſon to be gone. 


Therefore while you re blooming, Kitty, | K. 
Liſten to a loving ſwain. | No b 
Take example by fair Betty, | NI) 
Once the darling of the men; Her 
Who, with coy and fickle nature, At 


Trifled off till-ſhe's grown old, 
Now ſhe's left by every creature ; 
Let not this of thee be told. 


But, my dear and lovely Kitty, 
This one thing I have to tell, 
I could with no man to get you, 
Save it were my very ſel. 
Take me, Kitty, at my offer, 
Or be-had, and I'll take you: 
We's mak nae din about your tocher! 
Marry, Kitty, then we'll woo, 


Mauy 
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eſt, Many words are needleſs, Kitty, 


eſt, Lou do want, and ſo do I; 
eſt, If you would a man ſhould get you, 
. Then I can that want ſupply : 


Say then, Kitty ſay you'll take me, 
As the very choice of men, 


Jew, Never after to forſake me, 

. And the prieſt ſhall ſay Amen. 
ue, | RE as | 
jew. Then, O! then, my charming Kitty, 


When we're marry'd, what comes then? 
Then no other man can get you, 
But you'll be my very ain: 
Then we'll kiſs and clap at pleaſure, 
Nor be troubled at envy ; 
If once Ihad my lovely treaſure, 
Let the reſt admireand die. 


SONG. 


T St Oſyth by the mill 
There lives a lovely laſs; 
O, had I her good-will, 
How gayly life would paſs! 
No bold intruding care 
My bliſs ſhould c'er annoy ; 
Her ſmiles would kill deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm 
Like them, with joys ſerene, 
Our withing hearts they warm, 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
Stcals every ſenſe away ; 
The liſt' ning ſwains around 
Forget the ſhort ning day. 


Health, freedom, wealth, and eaſe, 
Without her, talteleſs are; 


Mauy F fa She 


e 
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She makes them pow'r to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our care. 
Is there, ye fates, a bliſs | 
Refery'd, my future ſhare? 
Indulgent hear my with, 
And grant it all in her. 


8 O N . 


1 TElcome, w FTP brother debtor, _ 


To this poor, but merry place, 
Where no bailiff dun, nor ſetter, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful face: 
Put, kind Sir, as you're a ftranger, 
Down your garniſh you mult lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger; 
Lou muſt eicher ſtrip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement, 
From your children, or your wife; 
Wiſdom lies in true reſignment, 
Through the various ſcencs of life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Though beneath the frowns of fate; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 


Fears and cares attend the great. 


Though our creditors are ſpiteful, 
And reſtrain our. bodies here, 
Uſe will mak a goal delightſul, 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear. 
Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon, 
Strongly guarded by the ſea ; 
Kings and princes, for that regſon, 
Pris'ners are as well as we. 


Pray what made great Alexander 
Weep at his unfriendly fate? 

*Twas becauſe he could not wander 
Beyond the world's ſtrong priſon-gate. 


For 
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For the world is alſo bounded, 

By the heav'ns and ſtars above; 
Why ſhould we then be confounded, _ 
Since there's nothing free but ove ? 


Tune, Alloa-houſe. 


IV time, O ye muſes, was happily ſpent, 

'Y 4 When Phebe went with me where- ever I went; 
Ten thouſand ſweet pleaſures I felt in my breaſt ; 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt: 

But now the is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change ona ſudden I find! 
When things were as fine as could poſſibly be, 
I thought *twas the ſpring ; but, alas! it was ſhe, 


With ſuch a companion, to tend a few ſheep, 

To 1iſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep; 

I was ſo good-humour'd, fo chearful and gay, 

My heart was as light as a feather all day: 

But now I ſo croſs and ſo peevith am grown, 

So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known: 

My tair-one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 

And my heart—I am ſure, it weighs more than a 
| 27 | (pound, 


The fountain that wont to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the pebbles among, 
Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 
Tas pleaſure to look at, 'twas muſic to hear: 

Eut now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its ſide, 
And (till, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 
Muſt you be fo chearful, while Igo in pain? 

Peace then with your bubbling,and hear me complain. 


When my lambkins around me would oftentimes play, 
And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 
How pleaſant their ſporting, how happy the time, 
When ſpring, love, and beauty were all in their prime! 
Es 9 | But 


For 


| 2 
Put now, in their Sobek when by me they pals, 
I fling at their fleeces a hand of grals ; 
Be ſlill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 
To fee you ſo Nn while I am ſo ſad. 


My hos ] was ever well pleaſed to ſee, 

Come wagging his tail to my fair-one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor fellow, and patted his bead: 
But now, when he's fawning, I with a four look 
Cry, Sirrah, and give him a blow with my crook ; 


And Tl give vas another; for v hy ſhould not Tray | 


Be as dull as his maſter, whor Phebe's away ? 


When walking with Phebe; what ſigbts have I "Or 
How fair was the flower, how freſh was the green? 
hat a lovely appearance the trees and the ſhade, 
The corn-fields and hedges, and every thing made 
Put now ſhe has left me, though all are Hill there, 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear; 
was nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes, 


Made ſo ny” beautiful N ariſe, 


Sweet muſic went with us both, all the wood thro}, 
The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did Lleat, 
And chirp went the gr aſhopperunder our fect: 

But now ſhe is abſent tho” ſtill they fi.g on, 

The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone; 

Her voice in the conſort, as now I have found, | 
Gave every thing elſe its agreeable ſound, _ 


Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue? 

And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 

Does oughts of their ſweetneſs the bloſſoms beguile : 
That Eee RED thoſe daiſies, why do they not (mile! 
Ah rivals, I ſee why it was that you dreſt, 

And made yourſelves fine; for a place in her breaſt ; 
You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 


To be pluck'd by her hand, on her boſom to die. 
How 


How 

Whil 
Meth 
I coul 


Fly ſ 
And 
Ah 
Nor 


Will 
Or c 
To | 
Bat 
No « 
The 
An | 
Tak 


pals, 


hre“, 
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How ſlowly time creeps till m * phebe return, 


While amidſt the ſoft Zep yr's cool bre zes I burn ? 


Methinks, if I knew wier about he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and 'twould melt down 
(the lead. 

Fly ſvifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 

And reſt ſo much longer for't when ſhe is here, 

Ah ! Colin, old time is yet full of delay, 


Nor will budge one foot faſter for all thou canſl ſay. 


W ill x no pitying pow'r, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? 


To be curd, thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion remove. 


But what ſwain is fo filly as to live without love? 
No deity bids the dear nymph to return, 

Though ne r was poor ſhepherd (5 { Adly forlorn. 
An ! what ſhall I do! I thall die with deſpair! 
Take heed, all ye ſwains, how you love one ſo fair. 


The charms of lovely Peggy 


7 OE more, PII tune the vocol ſhell, 


Co hiils and dales my paſſion tell, 


A flame which time can never quell, 


But burns for the my Peggy 
Yet greater bard the lyre ſhould hit 
For ſay what ſubject is more fit? 


Than to record the ſparkling wit, 


And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſan firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dewy ſpan ling thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn 
As does my lovely Peggy: 
And when in Thetis lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not fo beautious as undreſt, 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When 
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When Zephers on the viol.ts blow, Ever 
Or breaths upon the damaſk roſe Ro; WH: 

He does not half tie ſweets diſcloſe, 3 
As does my lovely Peggy Hm 8 
I ole a kiſs the other day, RY hy 


Stamp, 


And truſt me nought but truth I ſay, N 
Ceale 


The fragrant breath of blooming May, 
Ils not fo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array FE in ruſtick weed 
With her the bleating flocks l'd feed, 8 
And pipe upon my oaten Wed, () 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy, | | 


With her a cottage would delight, | 5 8 
All's happy when ſhe's in my ſight, 

And when ſhe's gone its endleſs night, Ton t. 

All's dark without my Pe 2 * 

J Feggy. Yo 

While bees from flower to flower ſhall rove, 1 _ 
And linnets warble thro! the grove, 

Or ſtately ſwan the water love, Mya 

| o long as I love Peggy. ; * 

And when death with his pointed dart, And 

Shall ſtrike the blow that breaks my heart At 

My word ſhall be when I depart, 

adicu ! my oy Peggy Wit 

8 V. 

8 0 N G, But 

| A 

7 Itty, tender, gay, and 3 Th 

| Lover: wouldſt thou hope to gain? 4 

Warmly court, grow more preſuming, | Wh 

Nraids deſpiſe the baſhful ſwain. 
When ſhe's coldeſt, preſs her boldeſt ; — 


Fondly ſeize her, claſp her, ſquceze her, 
Kiſs her lips, her neck, her breaſts, 

And you'll ſoon, you'll ſoon be bleſt, VE: 
But if after ev'ry trial, 


39 

Every proof of tender art, 
She, with coldneſs and denial, 

Still proves coy, and mocks your ſmart, 
Ceaſe dull whining, moping, pining, | 
Vex her, grieve her, ſlight her, leave her, 
Stamp, frown, ſwear, and bid adicu, 

Ceaſe to court. and ſhe'll eourt you, &'s, 


A SONG. 


Say ! what is that thing call'd Light, 
| Which I can ne'erenjoy ? 
What is the bleſſing of the ſight? 

O tell your poor blind boy. 


You talk of wond'rous things you ſee; 
You fay the fun ſhines bright. 

I feel him warm ; but how can he 
Ere make it day or night? 


My day or night my ſelf I make, 
Whene'er I fleep or play; 
And could I always keep awake, 
It would be always day, _ 


With heavy ſighs, Toften hear 
You mourn my hopclefs woe 
But ſure, with patience, I may bear 

A loſs I ne'er can know, 


Then let not what IT cannot have 
My chear of mind deſtroy. 
Whilſt thus I fing, I am a king. 

Altho' a poor blind boy. 


SONG. 


Tune, Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes. 


Ear Jenny, your charms have undone me, 
And robb'd me of freedom and joy ; 


0 * 446 5 

1 prithee, dear Jenny, ſmile on me, 

For death is my fate if you're coy. 

; Iprithee, dear charmer, be cautious; _ 
Since death is fo heinous, comply, 

And torture me not with delaying, 

| Since ev'ry croſs jade can deny, 


| Nay, angel, a fancy FER nature, 
jn forming you, took ſuch delight, 
To make you the faireſt in feature, 
Poor nought but to dazzle the ſight. 
- Nay, Jove, when he gave you theſe graces, 
Intended you ſolely for love, | 
And made thee the faireſt of laſſes. 
The kindeſt of females to prove. 


Vorithce, dear Jenny, remember, ; 
Ihe roſe that is blooming in May 
Is faded and ſhrunk in September, 

And thrown diſregarded away. 
- ?Tis fo with the peeviſh young charmer, 

That takes at her lover diſtaſte, 

And trifles till thirty does arm her, 

And fo dies a maid at the laſt, 


SONG. 


She. A* D canſt thou leave PE Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore : . 
It comes into my. fancy, 
I ne'er ſnall ſe thee more, 


He. Yes, I mutt leave my Nancy, 
To humble haughty Spain; 
Let fears ne'er fill thy fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again. 


She. Amidſt the 8 1 
Where thun'dring cannons rore, 


You'll 


She. M 


F 
And 
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You'll think on theſe green willows, 
And wiſh yourſelf on ſhore. 


He. I fear no land nor water, 
Il fear no {word nor fire; 
For ſweet revenge and {laughter 
Are all that I deſire. | 


She, May guardian gods protect thee 
From water, fire, and ſteel; 
And may no fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


He. Lleave to Heaven's protection 
My lite, my only dear 
You have my ſole affection, 
So {till conclude me here. 


SONG. 


Eauing, belling, dancing, drinking, 

Breaking windows, damning, ſinking, 
Ever raking, never thinking, 

Live the rakes at Malo, 
Spending faſter than it comes, 
Beating bawds, whores, and duns, 
Bacchus” true begotten ſons. 

Live the rakes at Malo. 


| 
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Sometimes nought but claret drinking, 

Then, like politicians, thinking 

How to raiſe the fund when ſinking, 
Live the rakes at Malo. 

Sometimes fluſh of money ſtore, 

Then like any poet poor, 

Kiſſing queans and then a whore, 
Live the rakes at Malo, 
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ou'll When at home with daddy dinin b 
Still for Malo's waters x Pray, 


When 
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W hen good claret is declining, 
| "Live the rakes at Malo; | 
Living ſhort but merry lives, 
Going where the devil drives, 
Keeping raifles and no wives, 


Live the rakes at Malo. 


Racking tenants, ſtewards teazing, 
_ Swiftly ſpending flowly raiſing, 
Wiſhing to ſpend all their days i in 
Ranking thus at Malo. 
Then, to end a rakiſh life, 
They grow ſober, take a wife, 
Ever after live in ſtrife | 
W ith their wives at Malo, 


8 O NG. 


O all you laddies now at land 
We men at ſea indite; 


But firſt would have you r N : 


How hardit 1s to write : 


'The mules now, and Navel too, 


We muſt implore to write to you. 
+ a, la, la, &c - 


For though the muſes ſhould prove kind, 


And fill our empty brain ; 


Yet if rough Neptune rouſe the wind, 


To wave the azure main, 
Our paper, pen and ink, and we 
Roul up and down our ſhips at ſea. 


Then if we write not ev'ry poſt, 
Think not we are unkind, 

Nor yet conclude our ſhips are loſt 

| By Dutchmen, or by wind ; 
Our tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier way, 


The tide ſhall bring them twice a- day. 


The 


From men who've left their hearts behind? 


| And if it ſigh'd with each man's care, 


The king, with RS ſurpriſe, | 1 
Will wear the ſeas grow bold, en Gl 
Becauſe the tides will higher riſe 

Than e'er they did of old. 
But let him know it is our fears ö 
Brings floods of tears to Whitchall ſtairs. 
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Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our ſad and diſmal ſtory, | 

The Dutch would ſcorn ſo weak a foe, 

And quit their fort at Goree ; 

For what reſiſtance can they find 
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Let wind and weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind; | 

Let Dutchmen yapour, Spaniards curſe, 
No ſorrow we ſhall find; 

Tis then no matter how things go, 

Or who's our friend, or who's our foe. 


To paſs our tedious hours away, 

We throw a merry main; 

Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play. 

But why ſhould we in vain 
Each other'sruin thus purſue? _ 
We were undone when we left you. 
But now our fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our hopes away, 

Whilſt you, regardleſs of our woe, 
Sit careleſs at a play ; 
Perhaps permit ſome happier man 
To kiſs your hand, or flirt your fan, 


When any mournful tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry note, 


For being ſo remote; 
Think then, how often love we've made 


To you, when all thoſe tunes were play'd, 
5 In 


| . 
In juſtice you cannot refuſe 
To think of our diſtreſs, SEE 
When we, for hopes of honour, loſe _ 
Oi.ur certain happineſs; „ 
All thoſe deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your love. 


And now we've told you all our loves, 
And likewiſe all our fears : 

In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for our tears; = 

Let's hear of no incorſtancy, 5 
We have too much of that at ſea. | 


A SONG. 


| 1 ſing to my Jenny all day and all night, 
| She's always good natur'd and full of delight; 
Her looks are fo pleaſant, her eyes are ſo bright 


That 1 always am happy when ſhe's in my ſight : 


And a beautiful girl rs my Jenny. 


To me Jenny's love is oft expreſt, - 
Of all her young gallants ſhe loves me the beſt, 
Her lips I have kiſs'd, and her boſom I've preſt, 
Lhe is ſweeter than roſes in June I proteſt :; 


And a beautiful, &c. 


Of all the gay laſſes that dance on the green, 
Tis Jenny that excel for air and a mein; 
She ſings like a Syren, and looks like a queen, 
And as to her age, tis hardly ninetecn : 

And a beautiful, &c. | 


Come hither ſweet Jenny, no longer delay, 
Join hands with your Jocky, to church let's away; 
Don't truſt till to morrow, be happy to day,. 
And gladly the ſummons of Cupid obey : 
Then love ſhall bleſs Jocky and Jenny. 


NI. 


EX 


” 
A: 
Aboon, 
Ae, on 
Aff, off 
Atten, 
Aik, « 
Ain, o. 
Aith, 
Air, Et 
Ajee, 
Alane, 
Amail 
Ambr 
Ane, 
Anithi 
Awa, 
Auld, 
Ayon! 


8 


Bane, 
Bann. 
Baps, 
Bawn 
Bauk, 
Bedra 
Beet, 
Bend 
Benn 


Bent, 


ht; 


t 
fight : 


JEXPLANATION 
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Abeit, albeit. 
Aboon, above. 
Ae, one. 

Aff, of. 

Aften, often. 
Aik, oak. 

Ain, own. 

Ait h, oath. 

Air, early. 

Ajee, aſide. 
Alane, alone. 
Amaiſt, almoſt. 
Ambry, cuptoard. 
Ane, one. 
Anither, another. 
Awa, away. 
Auld, old. 
Ayont, beyond. 


B 
A“, hall. 
Baitch, both, 
Bane, bone. 


Bannoces. oat-bread. 


Baps, roll=bread. 
Bawm, balm. 
Bauk, baulp. 
Bedralls, beedles. 


Beet, to help or repair. 


Bend. to drink. 


Benniſon, ble/fing. 5 
Bent, the open fi jelds. 


— 


Bewith, ſomewhat in the | 


mean time 
Birks, birch. 
Bizg IT; bud, ; 
Biily, brother. 


Binding, bec king, bending. f 


Blate, bo ful. 


'  Blaw, olow. 


8 blaze. 

Blink, glance of the eye. 
Blater, blunder. | 
Bode, predict. 

Bodin, ſtored. _ 

Bot or But, without. 
Bougils, ſounding horns. 
Bountith, a gratuity. 
Bowt, bolt. 

Brachen, a ſort of broth. 
Brae, riſiug ground. 
Brankit, prinvd up. 
Braid, broad. | 
Brander, 4 File. 
Braw, finely dreſt 
Broach, a buckle. 


Brack broken part, or 


refuſe. 
Brow, the forehead. 
Bruik, to love or enjoy. 
Bught, ſbeep-fold. 


Burniſt, poliſhed. 


Burn, a rivulet, 


Busk, to deck. 


Bnt 
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EXPLICATIONY 


bout and ben, be out and Crummy a cows name* | 


be in. 
Byer, 4 kd 


* 
A eall. 
1 Cadęie, chearful, 
Caff, calf. Id. chaff 
Canna, cannot. 
Canker'd, angry. 
Canny, cautious, lucky. 
Carlings, old women. Id. 
Foil peaſe. 
Cautd, cold. 
Caulder, C00l, freſh. 
Cawk, chalk. 
Clag, failing or . 
tion. 
Clat, 3 . 
Claiths, cloaths. 
_ Claſhes, tittle tattle, 
Clock, a beetle. 
Cockernon Y the hairbeund 
"th | 
Ca a a pillow. 
5 Coft, bought. | 
Cogg, a wooden diſh. 
Coat a bloickbead. 
Coots, joint of the ancle. 
Courchea or Curtchea, 
a handkerchief 
Crack to booſt. 
Creel, basket or hamper, 
Crocks, lean ſheep. 
Croft, corn-land 
Crouſe, brisk, bold. 
Crowdy-mowdy, a ſort 
of gruel. 


Cunzie, com. 


5 


D. 


AFFIN, folly, ven- 


tonnes. 
Datt, mad, fooliſh. 
Dawt, fondle, careſs. 
Dight, to wipe. 
Dinna, do not. 
Ding, bent. 

Dool, trouble. 


Doſend, frozen, cold. 


Dorty, haughty. 
Dow, can. Id. dove. 
Downa, cannot. 
Douf, ſpiritleſß. 
Doughtna could not. 
Dowy, weary, loncly. 
Drant, to ſpeak ſlow. 
Dramock, cold gruel, 
Drap, drop. | 
Dwining, decaying. 
Dunting, beating. 


Dulce & tangle, ſea-plants | 


Durk, a dagger. 


ARD, earth, 
Een, eyes. 


Fild, age. 


Eith, caſy. 
Flding; fewel, 


Eem, couſin. 


Ettle, aim. 
Eydent, diligent. 


| F. 
v, fall. 
Fadge, a courſe ſort 


nes 


Wan 


lants 


fort 
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| of olt-bread. 

Fae, foe. | 

Fand, found, 

Fangle, Newfangle 
fond of what's neu. 

Farles, thin 0at CARES. 

Faſh, trouble. | 

Fauſe, falſe. 

Faut, fault. 

Fee, wages. 

Feirs, brothers. 

Fendy, acti ve, induſtrious 

Fenzie, fain. 

Ferley, wonder. 

Fey, attended by a Frey 
6). 

Flee, fly. 

Flouks, flounders. 

Flyte, to ſcold. 

Fog, meſs. 


ing, or laſting. 
Fouth , plent; „ 


Frae, from. 


Fraiſing, badling with a 


fooliſh wonder. 
Fou or fu”, full. 


| G. 
AB, the mouth. 
Gabocks, 


large 
' mouthfuls, 7 


Gaberlunzie, awallet that 
_ bangs on the ſide or loin, 


Gae, gave, Id. go. 
Gane, gone. 

Gar, make or cauſe.. 
Gawlſy, Jolly, large. 


_ Grap, to grope. 
Fore, to the fore, in Jes 


Gate, way . 


Gaun, going. 


Gawd, gall d. Id, goad. | 
Gawky, empty, fooliſh. 
Gawnt, to yawn. 


\ 


Geck, to flout and jeer. 
Genty, ſmall and neat. 
Gin and gif, if. | 
Glaive, a fword. 


Glakit, idle and ronpilh 


_ Glee, joy. 


Gleed, ſquinting. 


Gloun: a hollow between 
Hills. 


Gloyd, an old horſe. 
Glowr, to ſtare. 


i  Gowk, the cuckow. Id. a 


Gowping, handfal. 
Id & 
trident fork for dung. 
Graith, accutrements. 

Grots, inn'd ats 
Gutcher, grand father. 


3 
'. Wy" 
. Hae, Have. 
Hat, half. | 
Haggies, © boyl'd pudting 
made of a ſheep's pluck 
mined with ſewet. 
Halucket, lipht-headed,, 
whimſical, | 
Hale, whole. 
Haly, holy. 
Hame, home. 
Hames and brechoms, 


G 8 3 Lore 


TEXPLICATION off 


wore about the neck of a 
cart: horſe. 
Hawſe, embrace. 
 Heeze, to lift. 
Hecht, promiſed. 
_ Heugh, ay ſteep place, 
Hode, to waddle in walk- 
in | 

Hoden, courſe cloath.. 
Hows, hollows: 
Howms, vallies on river 


fedes. 
*. 


Vs to jee back and 


again,the motion of a 
balance. 


III-fard, ill. favoured} or 


Leeſome, lovely. 


Läeeze me, a phraſe uſed 


voly, 
Ilka, each. 
IIka, every. 
Ingle, fire. 
Jo, ſweet heart. 
Jouk, to bow. 
Irk, weary, or tired. 
Irie, afraid of ghoſts. 
Iſhogles, icicles. 
Iſe, 5 ſhall. - 
Ither, other. 


K. 
AIRN, or Cairn, 
heaps of monumen- 
tal ſtones. 


Kail, colwerts, Id. broth 


Kame, comb, 
Kebuck, a cheeſe, 
Keck, peep» 


Ken, know. 
Kepp, to EY 


Kilted, tuck'd up. 
Kirn, chirn. 

Kim mer, a ſhe goſſ p. 

Eirtle, pper-petticoat. 
Kurchie, handkerchief. 


AG, to wr bebind. 

Laigh, 0. 
Lane, own ſelf. 
Laith, lot h. 
Lapperd, curdled. 
Law, leu. 
Lawty, juſtice 
Lave, the reſt. 
Lee, fallow ground, 


when one loves or is 


* with a per jon. 


Lee il, exafF. | 
L Levgh, laughed. 
Lib, is geld. 


Lilt, a tune, 


| Linkan, to nove iel, 
Loor, rather. . 
Loos, loves. 


Loun, a ſly wencher. 

Lout, to bow. 

Lowan, flaming. 

Lown, calm. 

Lucken, gathered together : 
or cloſe joinꝰd to one a- 
nother. 


Lyart, hoary, or grey. 


MAIK, 


NM 
N 
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Rys \ 


ther, 
e a. 


\IK, 
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AIK, a mate. 
Mair, more 
Mailt, moſt. 


M akſna, it matters wt. 


Mane, moan. 


March, limits or border 


of grounds. . 


Marrow, match. 
Maun, muſt. 


Mawking, a hare. © 
Mavis, the thruſh, 
Meikle or Muckle, much 
Meiſe, move. | 


Nends, revenge. 
| Menſe, manners. Id. to 


decorate. 


Menzie, a company or re- 


tinue. 


 Milſy, a ſearch for milk 


Mint attempt. 

Minny, mother. 

Mirk, dark, 

Mons-meg, 4 very 
large iron cannon in the 
caſtle of Edinburgh, 
capble of holding two 


People. 


Mou, mout h. 


Moup, to eat as wanting 
teeth. 


- Mouter, the miller”s toll. 


Muck, dung. 


Matches, linnen quoifs or 


hoods, 


e W8- 
A', and Nae, 19% 
none. > 
Nane, none. 


Nees, noſe. 


Neiſt, next. 


Nither, ſtar ve or pinch. 
| Nowther, neither, 


E, grand- child. 
Ony, any. 
Owrly, a cravat, 
Owlſen, oxen. 
Oxter, arm-pit. 


| p. | 
ANTREY, a 2 7 1 
Partans, crab-fiſo. 

Pat, put. 

Pawk y, cunning. 

Paunches, tripe. 

Peat-pot, peat coal-pit. 


| Pibroch, a highland tune, 


Pickle, a ſmall ſhare. 
Pig, cartben pot. 


Pillar, tool af repentance. 


| Pine, 7 
Pith, ſtrength. 


Plet, to fold. Id. twiſt, 
Poortith, poverty. 

Pau, or Pu, pull. | 
Powſowdy, ram-head ſoup _ 
Prig, haggle. a; 
Prive, to prove or taſte, 


e 
AIR, roar. 
Raſhes, ruſhes. 

Red up, put in or der. 


bY Renzie, rein. 


Rever, robber. 
Rifarts, radiſhes. 

Rife, plenty. 

Riggs, ridges. 

Row, roll. 

Rowth, wealth. 
Rude, croſs. 
Runkled, wrinkled. 
Rung, @ club. 

Rule or Toole, to praiſe. 


5 AE, 4 5 
Saft, ſoft. 
Sair, ſore. 

Sawt, alt. 

Seim, appearance. 

Sell, ſelf. | 

Sey, try. 

Shanna, ſhall not. 


Shangy-mouth'd or ſhe- 


vii-oabit, the mouth 
much to one ſide. 
Sharn, cow - dung. 
Shaw, ow. Id. a use 
dy bank. 
Shoo, 4 ſhoe. 
Shoon, ſboes. 
Shore, t9 threaten. 
Shire, thin. 
A ſhire lick, a ſmart. 
fellow, 


EXPLICATION 


Sic or Sick, fuch. 
Sican, /uc2 an one. 


Sin or Syne, ſince. 5 


Sindle, ſeldom. 

Sinſyne, fince that time. 
Skair, ſhare. 

Skaith, harm, loſs. 


| Skink, ſtrong ſoup. 


Sma', ſm ll. 
Snack, ſmart, 


Snaw, ſow. 
| Sneiſt, to ſnar]. 
Sniſhing, /n f. 


Snood, a herd-band. 


Snug, convenient, wear. 
Sodden, boi d. | 
Sonly, fortunate, jolly, 


Sowens, a kind of ſow- 


er'd gruel, boil'd like 


paſte. 
Soum, of ſheep : 20, 


Spake, /poke, 


Speer, to aſk. 
Spelding, dryd white 
hip. 

Stane, /tone. 

Starns, /tars, 

Steck, ſhut. 

Sten- 1 ſtalk haſtily. 

Stirk, a young bullock. 

Stoup, a prop: 

Strae, ſtraw, 

Streeck, /iretch. 

Stenzie, to ſtain. 

Swats, ſmall ale. 

Sweer, unwilling, lazy: 

Swither, in doubt. 


Seybows, hounmg onions. 
Syne, then. 


Tae 


＋ 


ES 


F 3 


{4 


Le 


T* toe. | 
1 Tald, fold. 
Taiken, token. 
Tane, taken. 


. 


Id. the 


Oe. 


Tap, top. 


Tauk, talk, | 
Thae, thofe. 
Tent, notice. 


Theyſe, they ſhall. 


'Thole, to ſuffer. 
'Thowlels, / 


ſpiritleſs. 
Thud, naiſe 27 a ſtrołe. 
Tine, loſe. 


Tint, 1%. 


Titter, rather. 


Tocher, h .* © 


Tooly fight, contend. 

Todlen, a rolling 2 
Heß. 

Touzle, to ruffle, | 

Trig, neat. 


| Trow: believe. 


Triſte, appointment. 
Twin, to part from, 


W. 
AD, would, 
Wa, woe. 
Wale, to chuſe the choice. 


Waen, child. 


Wallowit, faded or wi- 
thered. 

Wan, pale. Id. Von. 

Walop, gallop. 


Wame, womb, belly. 


Ware, beſtow. 
War, worſe, 


Wat, know. 
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« Woo, wooll. 


Wow! . Id. 


3 Wylie, cunning. 


Wceind. thought, 
Wes, wars. 


. Whatrccks, hat mat- 


Whillywha, 


Winſome, Hand ſome. 
Wiſt, known. 
Withe thins, to move 


Unco, very ſtranger 


Waws, walls, _ 

Wawk, walk. Id. Rye 

Wawkrife, not mclin'd 
„% Ora 

Wear in, hem in. 

Wee, little. 


Wha, who. 
Whang, a large cut. 


ters it. 
Whilk, Which. 
Whinging, whining. 
Whiht, hold your peace. 
a cheat or | 
bite. | | 
Y/hilks, periwtkles, 
Win, or Won, dwell, 
Winna, will not. 


contrary. 


Wood, mad. 
Woody, a withy, 


ah! 


Wyſon, f the gullet. 
Wyre to blame. 


. 
AD, a mare. 
veſe ye hail, 
Yern de{ire. 


Leſtreen, yeſternigbt. 
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